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a THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

impreflion upon, I (hall quit the fnbjcft ; 
but not without faying, that you are 
a very fingular man y and I queftion, 
upon the whole,, whether the fex Kke 
you a bit the better for thofe fcruples 
which (land fo conftantly betwixt you 
and a delicious offer. 

As to Mifs D£ GiiEY, it is as im« 
poffible (he can love fuch a flafh in the 
pan, fuch a match always lighted, as 
Medway, as it is impoffible for her 
to live in the fame houfe with Clement 
Carlisle, and not be (however fe- 
cretly) in raptures with him — that is to 
lay — if his ice does not lie in the way« 
SeriouQy, Clement, jw« make difB- 
culcies where I Hiould go as fmoothly 
as upon a carpet. The Marchionefs re- 
mains quiet, and I am your entire 
friend, 

George Lascelles. 

LETTER 
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LET Till LIV. 

From the Same toSir Andabw Flight. 
Dear Andrbw, 

X H B ftratagem takes: I havt 
written the IcBtcr we projefted, and it 
anfwers our expedtation. He could 
not bear the idca~hc was hurt— he 
could not believe his eyes— he would not 
do her fuch a violence for the world— 
But you knew his virtue. I judge it is 
owing in a great degree to my caution in 
direfting to you in a counterfeit handt 
that has kept our correfpondence fo 
long as private as we wifhed it; for, 
had I written in my ufual charaftcr, a 
fingle letter would have betrayed me 
B 2 to 
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4 THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

to Carlisle, with whom I have lived 
on terms of abfolute intimacy for ten 
yearSy without his ever fufpeding me 
to be a joUy fellow. So eafy is it for 
men of fpirit, to impofe upon thefe 
mighty good kind of men. Never, 
futely, was any thing half fo a-propos, 
as his putting the Marchionefs under my 
care— or rather my fitter's, who really 
thinks me as great a faint as Carlisle 
himfelf. But to come to the point, it 
may certainly be contrived for you to 
take unto your bofom this Italian trea- 
fure — Carlisle refufes her, that's one 
plea — you are a fine fellow, that's ano- 
ther-^you have money, that's greater 
than even the former : her palfions are 
awake, that's number 4 in yOur fa- 
vour : flie is married, and therefore 
above the folly of follicitation— num- 
ber 5 — her conftitution glows like the 
torrid zone — number 6— She abho4fs 

t/ic 
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the Marquis — count wne for that. In 
Ihort, flie will, (he muft, (he Jhall be 
your's — As to the arrival of the Mar- 
quis, do not apprehend any danger 
from that quarter: I have countcrafted 
the contents of the letter from Car* 
LidL£, you may depend on it. It iS| 
by your Lascelles, fo ordered, that, 
if he goes at all in fearch of his Perdita^ 
he will not diredl his courfe to England, 
but to a very different quarter of the 
globe. I will prepare every other 
grand e(rential, even till your l)ed ii 
dfeflTcd with rbfes. In the mean time 
keep Heathcoate ignorant of the bu- 
fmefs, and continue to ufe, or rather to 
amufe bimy with the ridiculous that re- 
fults from your pl^y upon the Hodsons, 
Drewsons, He wsons — what the plague 
is their vulgar name ? He is a worthy 
fellow, but not fit for fuch a plot as the 
B 3 prefcnt 
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prefent — therefore till the deed be donr, 
keep him out of it. 

As to the Lady*s beauty, depend on 
your old caterer for that. I have a 
hawk*s eye at a pretty wench. To fay 
the truth, the Marchionefs is more to 
your tafte than any I have had the ho- 
nour and friendfhip to recommend. 
Her.eyeshave juft that fluid floating in 
them, and are exadbly of that brilliant 
black you like : her nofe is turned to 
the pcrfeftion of your beauty — a little 
on the aquiline, and fet off by a pair of 
brows fo markingly expreflive of plea- 
fure, that you may depend upon them^ 
Then her lips is firfl: of that fuperior 
order, without corpulence, and fo full 
of majcfty, without haughtinefs, that 
inoft attaches you. Her bofom is finely 
filled, and rifes^as the poet emphatically 

terms 
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terms it, " fuing to be prcffcd." Her 
arms, hands, fingers, are, likewlfe, all 
fuited to you. But enough. She is to 
be the fubjedt of a much clofer criti- 
cifm than it is even poffible for me to 
give. 

Once more, however, let me charge 
you, by an old and ferviceable friend- 
fhip, never to breathe the name of 
Lascelles in any way not confiftent 
vrith every thing facrcd. You know 
my lofs of a damned fortune at one 
ftroke of the die, firft reduced me to 
this. As it was impoflible to hold JHU 
the elbow^ fomething was neceflfary to 
repair my mifchance, and^. literally 
fpeaking, keep me in flay : befides 
which, I was to live as I had ever been 
ufed to do } I was to be the fame cha- 
racter. Two paths prefentcd them- 

fclvcs. 
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(elves, the one led to the gallows by the 
way of purfe-gathering, the other to 
ttie accommodation of a friend, by the 
way of woman. I faw jr^, loved you, 
valued your bealfb^ and chofe the latter 
path. You know how I have fuc- 
ceeded : let the ample catalogue of your 
pallions, gratified in every form, con- 
vince you of it. You only I ferved : 
you only know me to be not abfolutely--* 
a Carlisle. I once more repeat to 
you theneceffity of burning every letter, 
and every flip of paper you get from 
me, the moment it comes to hand : if 
a fyllable at any time tranfpires, I am 
deftroycd for ever : the confequence of 
which irreparable injury is, that I muft 
cut your throat. But keep our counfcl 
and you Ihali be the very Jupiter of a 
fcragUo. 

IJhook 
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I ftmk hard laft night) my hand 
trembles this morning at the difap* 
pointment. Pray fend fifty pieces to 
take oflT) by way of bracer* 

Adieu. 

Laicillbi. 



LETTER 
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LETTER LV. 

Sir Amduw Fuoht to G. Lasciluh 
Efq. 

GiQRcr^ 

A HOUGH BLBllIHOBOU&Nr 

has not yet honoured my laft draughts,, 
and I have but juft an hundred pieces 
about me, I» neverthelefs, divide chear- 
fully with you— My purfc is your*s— 
How canft talk fo childiflily about dif-- 
clofure of fecrecs ? Could you not have 
me cut into piecemeal by fathers, bro- 
thers, aunts, mothers^ and coufins, if 
I were ridiculous enough to blab ? I 
adore woman to pkafe me, and men to 
laugh at. Ton very liberally fupply 

me 
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tne with the one kind of ^ttificatioo, 
HsATHCOATB wich thc other. Neither 
jars with the other's province, and I 
have money enough to fupport you 
both. As tx> charadler, I Jike it as 
well as youi and except Uughing at 
men, and lying with women, I folemnly 
declare I wouM not do a wrong thing for 
the world. But every man to his paf* 
lions— -thofe are mine. You rejoice my 
heart with repeating to me in every 
letter theperfonal charms of Carlisle's 
fair follower^ 'Tis a confounded thing 
though, to coniider (he is fo taken with 
Carlisle i and yet to do him juftice, 
he is an elegant, glorious fdlow. Every 
day madks the goodnefs of his heart, 
and you would be an ingrateful dog to 
lay a fyllable againft him. If you can 
prevent M rifyue (for though you i^h( 
for me, I hate quarrels) I will be fatif* 
fied with: your iw^pfk by tlfc middle of 

next 
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next month. In the noean time I have 
a game of my own to play. Juft fuch 
a one as I can manage without afliftance. 
Not a fnap of the finger of peril at- 
tending the whole enterprife. But» 
Heathcoate is my correfpondent in 
this adventure; it is not of importance 
enough for the ambitious George 
Lascelles, whom even a Marchionefs 
cannot deter from his attempts : the ob- 
ject of my prcfent humble afpiring is only 
the wife of the moft grazier-looking 
Hal. Hewsok. But.mum, not a word 
more on a fubjed that does not belong 
to you. Heathcoate is the man for 
trifles and laugh. Medway is, as 
ufualy the moft fullen rafcal in Europe ; 
he was going to run me through the 
body the other day for tofling down a 
tumbler of fair yfntiti which (though I 
fwear it was an accident) he infifted was 
done with an iU-natored defign to fpot 

his 
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Ws waiftcoat — Carlisle, who is ever 
■a, peace-maker, interfered, or elfe I 
Ihould mod likely have written to you 
from Elyfium. 

Your's, 

A. F. 



Vol. II. C LETTER 



14 THE TUTOR OF TRU I H. 



LETTER LVI, 
The Earl of Blessingrourne to Mr. 

De Gr£V. 
SlR^ 

JL o u did not remember eithtr 
me or my overtures refpefting my ne- 
phew. Sir Andrew, by the poft. Cer- 
tainly you are ///, and therefore I fend 
to make friendly inquiries after your 
health. As to any other caufe of your 
delay, it is impoflible to be conceived ; 
for how (hould fo well-informed a 
^ntleman as Mr. De Grey forget, 
what is due to a very fplendid oflfer, 
from •one of the oldefi feers in the realm f 

The 
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The Councefs renews her compliments. 
I am in hourly expedation of a duke- 
dom : your addrefs^ however^ at pre- 
fent^ is, as ufual, to the Righc Hon. 
the Earl of Bl£ssino]Iournx« 

I ami Siri your*ii 

BLBUMOBaURKI* 
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LETTER LVIL 

Captain Carlisle to Mr. Lascelles. 

JL HOUGH your laft relifhed 
more, my dear Lascelles, of the 
inconfidtrcUt than I hope belongs to your 
charadter, yet it fct my heart at reft 
upon the fubjeft of the Marchionefe^ 

Another ftrange circumftance has 
happened in this family. Two days 
after I had returned fuch a reply to Mr. 
De Grey*s letter as appeared to me 
proper and confiftent, he put into my 
hands a letter from Blessingbourne, 
who had made formal overtures of 
marriage betwixt Mifs De Grey and 
Sir Andrew Flight. Nothing ever 

excited 
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excited more realaftonifliment, for I had 
never once dreamt of a treaty coming 
from that quarter, knowing, fo per- 
fedly as I do, Lucia's opinion of Sir 
Andrew. The epiftle was penned with 
all the title-fwclled vanity connefted 
with theQLEssiNGBOURNE character; and 
coronets, crefts, and fupporters, lions 
rampant, fpread eagles, and fields azure, 
danced through every line. Having 
commented upon the ftyl*, with a good 
humour, whidi is above turning the re- 
fult of a man's infirmity into a caufe of 
affront, Mr. De Grey alkcd me' my 
opinion of the match- 
Pray heaven, I may never undergo 
fo fevere a trial as I fuftained in the 
procefs of the following (hort but mod 
agonizing converfation, of which, you 
will have the more perfeft idea from 
C 3 dialogue. 
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dialogue. It pad in Mr. De Grey's 
library. 

Mr. De Grey. 

I have ever made you, my dear Mr. 
Carlisle, my confident upon various 
occafions: we have never canvafled to- 
gether a love affair. Though you tell 
mtyou are to have a little more know- 
ledge of fociety, before you venture 
upon a wife •, yet 1 know you to have 
a very competent judgement of thefe 
things, becaufe you have ever been 
an accurate obferver^ This letter be^ 
fore us, opens to you a fccret of the 
utmoft confequence to your friends. 
Peace. What do you think of it ? 

Carlisle. 

Sir — you muft certainly — be— be the 
beft judge of thefe matters -^'Tis too 
nice a point — 

Mr. 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 19 

Mr. De Grey. 

Riches you know are out of the qucf- 
tion. Titles do not glow in nny eyes, 
as they do in thofcof his Lordfhip— 

Carlisle. 

Oh — Mr. De Grey— what— what 
are titles, to — to— 

De Grey. 

To what, my Clement ? 

Carlisle. 

I beg pardon, Sir. — Perhaps a Counfffs 
may not difplcafc even the amiable Mifs 
De Grey^ 

De Grey. 

What, you would advife her then 
to the match i would you, my friend ? 

Carlisle. 
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Carlisle. 

Who, / advife— Gracious God for- 
bid that I — that is — I fhould be forry 
any thing might, from my advice, turn 
out fo— fo— fo as— 

De Grey. 

Nobody, to be furc, can anfwcr for 
events : but what do you think of Sir 
Andrew, my dear Carlisle ? 

Carlisle. 

What docs Mifs De Grey think of 
him. Sir ? 

De Grey. 

That's what I meant rather to aflc 
you. As an old friend, I did not know 
but (he might have let you into the 
fccrct— 

Cv^rlisle. 
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Carlisle^ 
fFbat kcrtt^ Sir—? 

De Grey. 

Perhaps, you think more highly of— 
Mr. Medwi^. [I was ready to fink into 
the earth»LASC£LLES» at this queftion.] 

Carlisle. 

Of Mr. Med WAV, Sir!— To be fore 
Medway- Mr. Meoway, certainly, 
Sir — if he meets the Lady's appro- 
bation. 

Di Grey. 

At any rate I will decline his Lord- 
lhip*s offer. I am perfuaded, Lucia 
has no fort of affcdlton for Sir Andrew. 
He is too light, too volatile. — Now, 
thai objeAion does not, I think, li9 

againit 
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againft Medway. He is a ftrange 
beaded^ but I believe he is a good 
hearted creature. Do you think this 
perfon a better match ? 

CARtlStfit 

Hs hai fflide offbn theni Sifi bu 
he? 

Db Gftsy. 

Admittiog )^ had, if be a ffiftn you 
would haye me fix on?— > . 

CARLXStB. 

If to MifsDE Grby ht were agreeable, 
Sir, —to be fure — you —• you — you 
could not do better-— 

De Grey. 
Tell me frankly, my deareft Cap- 
tain, do you know any body whom 

you 
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you think (he likes better in the tender 
way we fpeak of ?— 

Carlisle. 

Sir— likes better— likes better than 
Mr. Me»wav ? 

De Grey. 

Aye, my friend — I could wi(h her 
happinefs to depend, in fome meafure, 
upon your choice* Perhaps neither 
Sir Andrew, nor Medway, are the 
men you would fix on — Be candid — do 
you know-— are you acquainted with 
any perfon who you think loves her 
more tenderly ? — , 

Carlisle. 

More tenderly!— oh yes, my dear 
Mr. De Grey, ten thouiand times—- 
more tenderly— oh God of heaven !— 

De 
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De Grey. 

You charm xne with the tydings.-^— 
Pray name him to me— Is he young ? 
Is he amiable — Is he fteady — has he 
any of the virtues that diftinguifh the-— * 

Here, Lascelles, the converfetion 
was interrupted by the appearance of 
Medway himfelf, who came burfting 
into the library for his filhing pole. 

Never was man relieved more criti- 
cally. We were talking of you, Mr. 
Medway, faid Mr. De Grey, — 
hufh— hu(h — cried Me^dway, empha- 
tically extending his finger— 'Tis plain, 
Mr. De Grey has fixed bis heart, as 
well as Lucia ber^Sj on this man. Yet 
what a ftrange converfation ! For hea- 
ven's 
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yen's fake help me, if poillble, to a 
clue. Yet Medway— depend on ir, 
Medwat is the man, to the terror 
of 

Your 



Clement Caruslb. 



Vot. 11; D LETTER 



26 THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 



LETTER LVIIL 

Mn De Grey to the Earl of Bles- 
singbourne. 

My Lord, 

X H E importance of the con-» 
fideration to both the young parties 
concerned, and the regard that is due 
to the natural inclinations, as to the 
acquired affedlions, are the apologies 
I have to offer for appearing to negleft 
a fuitable return of acknowledgment 
for the honour of your Lordfhip*s 
letter, and for the ample propofals it 
contained. 

Prior to the receCjpt of yoUt Lord- 
fhip*s favour, I made fome attempt to 

obtain 
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obtain the fccret of my child's hearty 
SLuAJnce^ I have made a like attempt 
upon the heart of anoiber perfon. Not, 
my Lord, that it is polTible for me to 
prefer any gentleman to the nephew of 
the Earl of Blessingbourme, but be- 
caufe I fufpedled an afFcdlion fubfifting 
elfewhere : 1 think, my Lord, I have 
difcovered a palTxon in my daughter, 
and a relurn of it in a certain young 
friend of mine, that may, poffibly, 
grow, in a Jittie time, into a circumftance 
of eflential confequence* 

Within a few days I (hall be more 
aiTured of this« and if my child proves, 
to have a heart not pre-engaged, there * 
can be no doubt of her foon becoming 
fenfible of the great honour of an al- 
liance with fo near a branch of the 
Blessingbournb family. On the con- 
trary, if it fhould turn out that her af- - 
D 2 fe(flions 
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feftions are already poflefTed, it will 
appear obvious to your Lordfhip, that, 
as, in fuch a cafe, Ihe cannot reward 
the tendernefs of Sir Andrew, fhe can 
have no juft title to the many dignities, 
and the immenfe fortunes which would 
follow fuch a union. 

What I would invite then from your. 
Lordfhip, . is, a (hort fufpenjion^ that 
the matter may lie open. I again re- 
peat, that a few days will naturally 
determine every thing. In the mean 
time, Sir Andkew had better, I con- 
ceive, remain unacquainted with bur 
treaty, left it (hould any way terminate 
to his di(fatisfa6lion. On niypart, I will 
haften the neceflary difcovery as much 
as in my power, although your Lord- 
fhip will eafily imagine, a father's 
power, in a point of fo much importance, 
is not very extenfive, when the father 

is 
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is convinced of his child's integrity and 
difcretion. 



I (hall be happy, my Lord, to hear^ 
that the mode, I have fubmitted to your 
Lordfhip, is crowned with your ap- 
probation. 

1 dijlinguifb myfclf when I prefcnt 
my mod humble compliments to the 
Countefs, and I have the honour to be» 

My Lord, your Lord(hip*s 
Moft devoted and obedient fervant, 
Robert Ds Grev. 
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LETTER LIX. 
The Earl of Blessingbourne toR. De 

GRBY,Efq. 

Sir, 

X H E Countefs and I had na 
conception of fuch a reply to our very 
diftingMifliing overtures, in favour of 
a young perfon utterly untitled \ we re« 
ceive a very ill return from you, Mr, 
De Gr ey. Our vifit to Prudence Place 
was,, principally,, (out of an old friend- 
(hip, and becaufe we thought your 
daughter a very decent, prudent per- 
fon) to promote a match between her 
and our nephew. We offered the moft 
peculiar fplendours, we offered lineal 

honours-— 
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honpurs — but we are delired to wait 
the iflue of another treaty. And pray. 
Sir, may we aflc, which or who it m 
amongfl: your friends that ought to 
have the firft offer in preference to the 
nephew and heir of the £arl of Bles- 
siNGB0URN£ ? I (hall not mention the 
clear annual rent-roll of near fifty 
thoufand guineas a year, that will de« 
volve to him, nor will I reft my confe* 
quence upon the fuperbeft equipage^ 
nor on the moft magnificent feats in 
Europe-, I confine myfelf to that 
illuftrious line, into which the arms of 
your young Lady would be, if I may 
io Uy^-^encoated. Every body can telJ, 
Mr. De Grby, I am not a boafter; 
but, indeed, your tardy conduft borders 
fomewhat upon incivility and difrefpedt. 
The Countcfs thinks fo too. Neverthe- 
lefs, we ftill think your Lucia would 
adorn a coronet ^ (he is her favourite. 

A little 
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A Uttle intercourfe with my Lady^ t^Eaas 
marriage, would make her*— would***^ 
properly fpeaking — prepare her for her 
new honours. Once more^ therefore 
we ofier our fervices to you again, and 
upon the full aflurance of your imme- 
diate confent, the Countefs and I ace 
proceeding to meafures that may bring 
the point to a crifis. 

I am, Sir, 

Your moft obedient fervant, 

BlessingbourvjL 



LETTER 
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LETTER LX. 

From the Same to Sir AndrbwFlxoht^ 
at R. Db Grby'i, Efq, 

Dear Andrew^ 

W £ have reafons to dcfire 
you will look upon Luda De Grey^ as 
upon a Lady that is firft to hft the Lady 
Flight, and afterwards Countefs of 
Blbssinobournb, if not of a rank 
ftill higher. She will be informed of 
this circumftance at the fame time ym 
are \ and as foon as certain preliminaries 
between Mr. Db Grey and I are ad- 
jufted, the ceremony fhali be compleated. 
To be fure the honours are every one in 
9wr handsjf but never mind that : (he is 

a beautiful 
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a beautiful woman : and with regard to 
honours, as they cannot be divided, we 
are contented to beftow them in confi- 
deration of her merit and perfon. 

I (hall grue you very liberally, and 

I fend you now a bill for prefent ufc,. 

though, by-the-by, it aftonifhes^ both 

me and the Countefs, how you can 

continue to fquander fuch fums in a 

country village during the time of a 

vifit* 

Adfcu; 

BLZSSTNOBOtTBlNt* 



LETTER 
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LETTER LXL 

The Countcfs of Blessingbourne to 
Mifs De Grey. 

Mifs De Grey, 

X H A V E prevailed on the 
Earl to fuflfer Andrew, our nephew, 
to offer you his hand. The acceptance 
of if is a point fo much out of the 
queftion, that it would be ridiculous to 
mention it. To do youjuftice, you 
are the only young woman I know, of 
M defanty who could fit at my right-* 
kand, upon a vifit to certain people, 
%kbout difgracing xne« Nay more, I 

believe 



\ 
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believe your being about me a little when 
you are Lady Lucia Flight (for I 
dare fay you will wait patiently for my 
coronet a few years) will totally finifh 
you both for a carriage and a drawing- 
room. This is faying very much, 
Lady Lucia — Tlhaw, I am fo ufed to 
write only to people of condition, that 
I declare I can fcarce reconcile my pen 
to a'Mifs, or a Madam — This, Mifs 
De Grey, is, I fay, allowing great 
matters for you. I know but four peo- 
ple upon earth — and one of them is a 
crowned head — ^who can either fit in a 
fedan, carry themfelves in a coacl^ or 
fill a chair. 

On the day of marriage, which (hall 
not be diftant, if Mr. De Grey be- 
haves prudently, I fhall decorate you 
with my own hand. Mean while you 

will. 
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will, doubtlefs, become fenfible of the 
accompliflimcnts of your future huf- 
band. 

Adieu. 

C. of B. 
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LETTER LXn. 

Sir Andrew Flight to Mr. Heath- 

COATE. 

pj £ R £ is a fine piece of work 
cut our, Heathcoate. Aunt and 
tincle have refolved to marry me to 
Lucia De Grey. The old foolifli 
Lord hath fent me a letter which fee 
me laughing for a whole hour. He 
bids me look upon the damfel as upon 
the happy fhe who is to be the cara 
fpofa of Sir Andrew Flight. He 
bids me prepare for marriage — mar- 
riage, Heathcoate ? If I ever mar- 
ry—why then— But, by the lacred fouls 

of 
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of all the Lords, Barons, H.arls, Dukes, 
DiKchefles, Popes, Cartlinals, King«, 
and Grand Monarqucs, that went be- 
fore me, I will turn this event to fomc 
pkafant advantage. I fay pleafant, bf- 
caufc to think upon xiftrionjly^ is quite 
and clean out of ti^e queftion. Lucia 
De Grey is too modcft, yet too awcful, 
and too much— a ihoufand times too 
much, hovered over by a fct of cut- 
throat fellows, who would (lice me and 
eat me, were I to pretend to the ferious 
faft. And between ourfelvcs, I believe 
b&th Carlisle and Medway are in 
her train. To fay the truth, (be is a 
w^oman I can never laugh either wilh or 
at : for as to the former, I never could 
make her fmile at the cxpence of ano- 
ther in my whole life 5 no, not even the 
Hewsons, who might fct the mufcles 
of the very dqvil'upon the fimper: and 
E z as 
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as to the latter, (he docs every thing fo 
unafFeftedly, that ridicule is obliged to 
give up the fubjeft in dcfpair. Then 
fhe has a curfed method of looking fo 
as to command deference; and there- 
fore, beautiful as (he is, I hate to be in 
her company — neverthelefs. Heath- 
coATE, if I do not draw from this pre* 
cious epiftle of my uncle fome divine 
fun — but enough — time will (hew. 

I am now likely to be in the very me- 
ridian of my fpecies of enjoyment- 
after much fatigue of — laughing^ I have 
brought the Hewsons to the true per- 
fedlion of abfurdity — a very little time 
will (hew you that the ludicrous can go 
no farther than 1 have made it go in 
them — Such joy — fuch frolic — fuch— 
but it would be abfolutely iniquitous to 
foreftaJl the bufinefs— no, let it take 

you 
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you by furprizc — let it come on you 
unawares — let it fcizc you unprepared, 
and deluge your cheeks in tears of 
cxtacy.. 

Farewell. 

A. F-. 
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LETTER LXIII. 

Mr. Gabriel IIewson to Mifs De 
Grey. 

Charming Madam, 

It is impoflible to have been 
fo long burning under the torrid rays 
of your tranfporting beams of beauty, 
without becoming fenfible to their 
piercing — heart piercing fervour. As 
well might the tender bud lie on the 
fliore of India, without being parched 
by the favours of Apollo — a titled gen- 
tleman now at my elbow, but whofe 
name I am not y€t entitled to difclofe, 
is, as it were, my guardian genius, and 
tells me,, that you, charming Madam, 

have 



\ 
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have within thefe few days been pleafed, 
out of the benignity of your gracious 
felf, to fpeak of my parts and pftrfon 
with fome condefcending complacency. This 
emboldens me, charming Madam, to 
fay, that I think you arc the moft in- 
comparable piece of celejiial workman- 
Jhip in the way of woman, tliat ever glowed 
under the aftoniflied eyes of a fmali 
fpeftator — the natural confequence of 
all this. Madam, is, that I am the 
humblcft of your idolaters. I find, 
charming Madam, met in you, all the 
graces which Horace, Pliny, Homer, 
Virgil, and all other writers, ancient or 
modern, give to their feveral favourites. 
Your lips are fwcetcr than thofe at- 
tributed to Brifeis — your hair has more 
of the nilidus in it, than belonged to 
ibal which was the diflinguifhing pro- 
perty of the divine Lyce*s, and your 
air is confiderably more ennobled than 

that 
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that of the majeftic Dido, Queen of 
Carthage, celebrated in the ^neid 
written by Virgil. 

I fhould never, charming Madam, 
have prefumed to addrefs fuch ambi- 
tious fentiments to your exalted ele- 
gance, were I not told that you prefer 
fcientific fuperiority to perfonal pcr- 
feftion. Some perfons have been pleafed 
to flatter me with poflefling pretty fully 
the laurels of the firji excellence; and 
as to the lafi^ though nature hath not 
endowed me altogether with the graces 
of a Carlisle, yet I find in my glafs 
an alteration fomewhat for the better 
every day, and hope in the end to 
ftep without any kind of embarraff- 
ment. 

I take love-fecrets to be amongft the 
fanSlum JanEiorum of ardum rebus^ and 
therefore I beg this may be confined 

to 
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to the facred (hrine of your moft beau- 
tiful bofom. 

I am, charming Madam, 

Your obTcquious flavet 

(in rofy fetters) 

Gabriel Hewson.. 

ft 

p. s. 

Omnia vincit amor. 
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LETTER LXIV. 

Mr. HjBNRy Hewson to Mr. Heath- 
GOATSi Efq. 

Efquire, 

1 HAVE not catcbed up goofe 
feather for fome time. Cafe why ? be- 
caufc I was amind to gee time for the 
perfadion of the thing — I am got a 
woundly way fince my laft> and fancy 
a couple o'wecks more will finifh me, 
that is, if Sir Andrew fticks clofe by 
me, and I continues to praSlife the 
thing — Cafe why? praHife makes parfedt. 
To (hew you that I ha* not been filent 
for nothing, I mlift let you know that 

I ha'n't 
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I baVt changed ten words with Hbtt. 
this week. Cafe why? what's (o far 
from the goc of the genteel gig, as to 
take notice of ont*s houlhold fpoufe be- 
fore company ? 'fpecially when a bcxiy 
is learning a ioucb of the iit}:es. To 
fay truth, her lips looked dcvelifh ruddy 
$*6tber day, and I lent urn a fmack that 
echoed like waggon whip — for I could 
noc help ir, feeing that's (hc*s one of 
your dainty ones — but Sir Andrew 
ibon took me afide, and ga' me a bit of 
a kflbn, and made me heartily afhamed 
arC$. I mud let you know too, that I 
manage my little bit of a black fack 
bobbiihly, tbof ribbons and flourri- 
diddles at fides tickle nape o* one's neck 
confumedly. Neither do I lookfo damn'd 
ugly as might be furfp<r£led, regard to 
frenchfied foretop, and hair- bundles 
ftuck out fidt of one's head. Fat of 

one's 
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one's feace helps to take of hugenefs 
of thing, which is but natural, feeing 
that one fwells out toother \ and this 
makes feace and hair go, as a man may 
fay, cheek-by-jowl without quarreling. 
It's pity, I'm given to fweattin {o 
much, as I find it don't do at all for a 
bettcr-moft perfon, I ha' got half dozen 
line white handkerchiefs, but they're fo 
culled cambrickey that they are nothing 
in fuch a grepe as mine, and I melt lb 
this Imoaking weather, that I make 
Um every mother's fon quite of a 
ftcw« l>uth is, I begin to fee, pliu^ 
ntfs haS| like every thing clfe, 'vantages 
and not 'vantages. When I was ao 
ignoramus, I ufed to fit in hall, or ride 
to hayfield with nightcap on head, or 
coloured handkerchief under hat for 
'vantage of dripping in fummertide; 
but no fuch matter it^o; 5 there's nothing 

fo 



I 
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fo ill-bred as to be caught fweattin ; 
nay, more than that, 'tis quite out of 
the goe of the thing to mention the 
very word — ^*tis fweattin with fellers of 
yeftcxday, but, I find, *tis presfieralion 
with folks that are obliged to be defunl. 
Sir Andrew has been at wt fome time 
(feeing I can't keep this presjieration to 
myfelf) to bleed and bolus for fix weeks 
or fo, th^t I may vacuate^fome of my 
^9^^\ and dry up my poruflcs abit. 
What do you think of this, Efquire? I 
hate purgers as I hate Lucifer— Satan- 
€etuSf as Gab calls him, but I would 
even ppte^arryarize myfelf for fake of 
gpo<i breedings To tell you the truth, 
thecc is fort of a pleafant comical nothings- 
at'oJl^ in the life of your better-moft 
g^aiiy that I like mortationly well in- 
dee4« I ; wftrrant you, we went it round 
tb0:;$r£9t garden:. laft night by moon- 
..VQft».U. F Ihine 
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fliine for two hours— none but yoijr 
lip-top fpecie, giggling and going it 
all the time — clack — clack — clack- 
yes — yes — yes— no— no — no — ha ! ha! 
ha !— he ! he! he ! — ti-tum, ti-tiim— ti- 
ti-dum — Pardon me. Madam— pardon 
me, Mifs — Skufe me. Sir — out with the 
foot — off with the hat — down with the 
breech — oh Efquire — Elquire Hbath- 
co ATE, 'tis juft the thing to a T. Laft 
night, a little afore we went awalkin^ 

1 finifhed giving the handy 2l% they call 
it — that is to fay, getting a pretty lady 
over a gutter, for inftance — or handin 
her over a puddle, or any thing the fame 
way — allowing for th'alteration. I was 
once, hdoTt I had my fortune, low 
enough to fay on fuch ^affionj Come 
Bet, Het, Pol, Mol, Fan, Kit, or-i 
what not— allowing for the alteration—' 
Come, gccusyourfift, or tip us your 

daddlc-— 
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daddle— or lends hold o* your fore- 
foot, elfe may hap you may draggle the 
tail o* you in t;he water. Odds merciful 
xniferecordibus ! as Gab fays, no fuc!i 
thing now by a million. Contrary fo 
much, that one of the bed things a 
better- mod body cando^ is to manage 
this matter as*t fliould be. Sir Andrew 
himfelf, for fample, is the greatcft 
dabfter in the world at it. For inftance, 
tber€*s he, there*s 3. woman, and there's 
a crofTing) or a (lippihin of waterwafli ; 
mayhap, wcMl fay, covered o*cr with 
ilepping ftones — New mark, Efquire. 
Now comes your jemmy work — Well- 
get over they mull — Indulge me, Mifs, 
Of Madam, or my Lady, fays he, 
allowing for th'alteration, with the 
lavor of your fair hand — Sir, you arc 
very plite. Well — what's next? Whew — 
flic's a toother fide. But how the mifere- 
F 2 cordibus 
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cordibus did flic get there I wondcf, 
fays you? Ah! there Kes the pbinL 
Now Vn tell you. Firft, Mifs, &c. 
allowing for the alteration, tucks up 
piece of petticoat, fets her pretty foot oh 
ftepping ftone, fliewsdainty tum*d ancle, 
and is obliged, for the fake of lietter- 
mofl: breedin, to look a little as if. flic 
was fcar'd. Oh, Lord — fays fhe — Feal* 
not, dear creature, divine angel, .noble 
Madam, magnanimous Mifs, &c. al- 
lowing for the alteration — fear nothing : 
then, Elquire, he takes her hand, -and 
takes her waift, and gis her a querrick^ 
and they take a little bit of a thing 
*twixt a hop and a jump, and he 
killes her glove, and bends hinder^pait, 
and bows head, and gets grin ixitb's 
ff ace, and gis a bit of he, he» he, and 
(hews his white, powder pui^'d grinders, 
and— and — *tls all over as neat as tilt 

lady's 
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Lady's leg: I ha', been a long while on 
this head, cafe 'tis almod half way 
dean up to the top genii, and Sir 
AwD^'HW 'cUrcs 'i)on his honour, no 
jj;ipnclemnn can do long without it — I 
ba' pra£lis'd hugely, and I find I am 
up ta every part of the puddle- plirencfs, 
\cptpoufing out hinder- part, and getting 
*ho grin. In ai.ning at the firft matter, 
l.-ihV Qverfet one of Maftcr De Grev's 
china jars J for the thing is natural. I 
a.'n't.madc qgite fo plitc as I fhould be 
'bout the bottom of waift, or mayhap 
A. little bit farder, fo it's out of the quef* 
tion for me to wrigglc't as little and 
Kniberly as fuch a . jfiae genteel, grey- 
hound-ham'd fon of a gentleman as 
5ir Andrew. The grin too is, as I 
jult now faid, a hard thing to hit off. 
I can't, for foul of me, find out any 
CbiP£^ to make a man laugh at getting 
F 3 a woman 
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a woman over a cartret, and ay to 
laughing where one don^ (ee the jokci 
and where the thing is one almoft 
nothing at all, I never could do it fiace 
I was born. Befides, why ? I am lb 
cufsM covered about the gills» that 
if I could laugh as heartily as Sir 
Andrew, 'twould not do, for my cheeks 
are toofoliiumfirmusy if a man chofe to 
be learned, that it's enough to crack 
one's cheek furniture. I begin to-day 
to learn to. hold my tongue, or elfe talk 
about nothing, juft as caflion fees fit. 
Hctt gets on at a pure fize. Sir -An*- 
DREW is giving her a ledtur about airs, 
and high notions, fan-flutteriag— hem- 
ming, and the like, now irr the gardftn. 
Gab would do very well if his laming 
did not Hand in his way. But we Ihall 
all be fit to be feen in a fhort time, be- 
fore we .go back ; tho* as to ^coming 

near 
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near Captain Carlisle, that's impof- 
fible : yet I am furc he never took any 
pains to be better-moft, for every thing 
he doc^ Idoks too cafy for that — fame 
thing with Mifs Lucia. 

Efquire, farewell, 

.Or vally, as Gab fays, 

Your's, 

H. HfWSOK, 
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LETTER LXy. 
Mrs. Hewson to Sir Ahdbew Flight. 

Y ou afTure mc there is no- 
thing more common, than for elegant 
people to write to each other, while they 
are under the fame roof. You propofb 
Lord and Lady Shuttlecock, of '.your; 
acquaintance, as examples, who, you 
tell me, when even they are chagrin'd, . 
retire to their chambers, and* keep the 
waiting-woman upon the hurry-fcurry, 
with carrying notes of reproach to and . 
fro, for feveral hours. Well, I pro-> 
teft, I wi(h the pradice were univeilal, . 
for it's mighty pretty ; but /*«», indeed, , 
it would become vulgar, and ifter that, , 
it would naufeate. 

Mifs. 
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Mifs Lucia is fo filled with fplcfn 
«ad megrim, that there is no getting 
an anfwer out of ber. As to corrc- 
fpohding with y^Mj Sir Andrew, whom 
I fee erery hour, what can I polTibly 
haire tb fay ? If you wi(h me upon 
paper, as well as in perfon, to afllire 
you, that I moft cordially d^eft — deteft 
etety thiiigj that was once moft charm- 
ing, I will repeat ir. No truth was 
«lrer clearer. Thofe hfles, who were 
]«T0Uriees formerly in tny village, are 
Mt9 as dtfteftable to me as the village 
Itfiilf. 1 -was once fo great a novice at 
to find pleafure in feeing my ruftic 
neighbours walk in their Sunday dreflea 
^ith^their h^ppy hotAely hUfbands, and 
itfliJMBle in tht Ihdde. Myfoolifh heart 
htpt as they fat flnging at their doors^ 
or V76rking at their windows — the very 
bolfa^baw'doyou, and bail-fillow-well- 
mt^ had all attraftions for me — The 

fmcU 



cxtacy. jNote tne alteration 

wholly inverted in point of plea 

on my return to Helter-Skc 

(which is fitting up) I feel ; 

fadion from the fight of peopl 

ing at windows^ or finging at 

will be upon account of the 

comparing their grovelling fituai 

mine: if I bear the noife of 

cart, it will be only from reflect 

my carriage-borfis {{or fuch I w 

ihall fare the bet;fr for it.-—; 

again reconcile to myfelf the 

of lads and wenches dizened out 

foolifh finery, it will oaly bq 

joy of my.fweeping by them in 

ficence, that (hall make them 
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deration that it comes bot once a year, 
and is then over for a twelvemonth — 
What other argumtints can I ufe to 
convince you of my readinejs to adopt 
the modes and manners you fpeak of ?-^^ 
As to Mr. Hewson— he is a very good 
creature, arid, when you have done with 
him, I (hall love him better^ than even 
I cannot come into your opinion about 
the ebfpefHeni you fpeak of, be it ever fo 
faOiionable; for I moft afiuredly do 
love Harry, and therefore it is impoffi- 
ble. Your affcrtions of tcndernefs to me, 
I am to take, you know, as mere efiefts 
of fentiments which are to come ofcourfe^ 
and as fuch, they are very gallant. I 
ihall not, indeed, be in any degree angry 
with you for the continuance of fuch 
dvilities in the way of promoting breed-^ 
ing. Nor will I fcruple any thing fa 
accomplifhed a gentlemto propofe^, ex- 
cept the elopciftent fchemc, which, I 

ag^ 
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agaia fay, I can never confent to. . An]f 
thing elfe I obey — nay, I. have con- 
vinced you of it. I do not fp^ to 
Harry before compaxy i I walk and -fiep 
as different as poIBble froin wb^tl <Ud<^ 
I perceive tbe abfolute nece^Uy pf only- 
occafionally bearing and feeifig: I 6xui 
every now and then as violei>t a deiire 
to faint, after a little decent walkjag». 
as Lady Blbssjngbourne herielf..T-!!i 
was almo& expiring with, the foiell i9f 
violets laft night in my room^ though I 
uled to doat on them. I can drink two 
glaffiu, and exaiily. another half, of 
'wine and water — My dinners, ofJate^ 
never digeft, ^thout a drop of xat^6a. 
Thofe drops, and reflx)rative$, which I 
before never heard of but in bcpks^ are^ 
now a part of my exiftence. I qan 
bear no (inells-buti fwch ^ are artificiaL 
Every thing: iral«r^/a£kua|ly .turns upgn 
my ftomach. I.tifed >C0.: life a); (ix, I 

am 
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am naw never up till near twelve. — I 
ufcd to let my arms brave the fun- 
beams — I now deep in gloves.— I ufcd 
to defy the tan, I now never venture to 
ilir without a fliade. 

What would you wi(h more ? 

• My feven o'clock leffon in Lucia's 
bower fliall certainly not be forgotten. 
Mean time I have the great hoi our to 
be Sir Andrew Flight's 

moft obedient, 

nnd 

very humble fervant, 

Henrietta Hewson. 
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LETTER LXVI. 
Mifs Dx Grey to Mifs I^ascelles. 

\J Miss Lascelles, what 
ftrange and unaccountable confiifions 
arc every hour happening in this houfe? 
1 Icrc is now come down formal over- 
tures from Lord Blessingbourne, for 
the ever fickle Sir Andrew Flight. 
Tho Countcfs too has written to me, 
in A way, that ought to make me 
ill lAiislied with her. My father has 
h,Kl A letter, and Sir Andrew himfelf 
U'vviv(\i uia>uragement in this bufi- 
nxM?^ lK>m — lis «rji VMi/y. He fcnt 
u\u> luy dumber this morning the 
I ;x;k uU'U$ inclolurt. But I muft break 

off 
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off my letter almoft as foon as I have 
begun it. A fummons is given which 
I never difobey. lo hafte, therefort*. 

Adieu. 
Lucia D£ Gs^iv. 



G % {Th« 
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[The Inclofcd.] 

Sir Andrew Flight's Letter to Mifs 
De Grey. 

VV HAT, lovely Lucia, isto 
be done in this bufinefs ? the old folks 
you fee are refolved. — What fa/s your 
heart upon the fubjeft ? Pleafe to con- 
fult that ; and at your leifure, make 
acquainted with its determinations 

Your 

Andrew Flight. 



LETTER 
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LETTER LXVII, 

Mr. De Grey to the Earl of Bll-s- 
singbourne. 

My Lord, 

1 CAN now take upon me to 
fay, I (hould do fome violence to my 
child's inclination, and perhaps wound 
the bofom of another perfon, equally 
dear to me, were I to carry on any 
longer the moll diftant idea of a 
tender connexion betwixt her and Sir 
Andrew Flight. It is impoflible 
that I Ihould reply to more of your 
Lordfhip's hA peculiar kttcr^ or, indeed, 
that I ihould, with any propriety, 
G 3 lengthen 
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lengthen this letter, beyond adding to 
it the name of 

Your Lordflbip's obedient, 
and 
mod humble fervant, 

Robert De Grbv, 



LETTER 
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LETTER LXVIIL 
Captain Carlisle to G. Lascelles. 

1 F I defcribed to you, in my 
laft, a fccnc that was painful, I have 
now one to relate that is dreadful. Mr. 
De Grey again defired to-day a con- 
ference with me — Mifs De Grey was 
to partake of it — Ten minutes before^ 
we had met, accidentally, in the garden, 
and, after a moment's paufe of con- 
fufion, parted precipitately by different 
walks.— r-This fecond interview, there- 
fore, came upon us before the anxiety 
occafioned by the firft had worn off. 
Ourdiforder became exceedingly vifible, 
and neither of us fpoke for a minute, 
though during that minute it was the 

elaborate 
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elaborate deGgn of both to ipeak-^^ 
Have you not received a kller? (aid 
Mr. De Grey to Lucia. 

A letter. Sir ! faid (he, trembling. 

Yes, my dear, from——— 

From Mifs Lascelles, do you 
mean. Sir? Oh, yes, I had one this 
day 

No, Lucia, I mean from the Earl 
of Blessingbourne. 

From Lord Blessingbourne, papa? 

[Here, Lascelles, / rofe as if lo 

withdraw.] 

Pray, Mr. Carlisle, don't leave 
us : no bufinefs can happen at this beufe^ . 

without 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 69 

without your being a welcome party. — 
Yes, my dear Lucia, I mean from the 
Earl. 

No, indeed. Sir. 

Nor from the Countefs i 

Yes, Sir^— I— I muft confefs, I am 
honoured with one from the Countefs. 

May I fee it i 

If I have it about me, Sir — but I am 
afraid— oh, no — here it is. 

Read it to us, my dear girU we 
know what the Countefs can do— and 
I have, I believe, the fellow of it. 

Excufe me, Sir, I have got a terrible 

cough. . If you pleafc, I will leave it 

with you and Captain Carlisle. 

Pray^ 
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Pray, my beft Lucia, don't ftir— 
Come^ Clement — here, take ny letter 
too, and read both to us— 

/, Sir?— . 

Then, /will.. 

[Here, Lascelles, he read, firft, the 
Earrs, and then that of the Countefss^ 
upon which I had the rafhnefs to ex- 
claim — I am not very apt to give way 
to my indignation \ but, if I bad here 
that y^^ttff^r^/ Lord, who can fuffer hii 
wife to infult fuck a woman as Mift 
De Grey, Td twift his nofc off!] 

Oh, my dear Lascelles, what a 
fcene enfued. Lucia turned pale- 
fixed her eyes upon me, in a kind of 
gentle reproach, and, after making an 
effort to retire, (he fell lifelefs on the 

floor. 
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'floor. God of Heaven ! what did I 
feci at that moment ? — She continued 
•to rife, only to faint again— I kneeled 
down — I caught her in my arms — My 
tears bathed her beautiful hand — I ftag- 
gered under the weight of her, through 
enfeebling agony — Her dear lips qui- 
vered — I leaned down in my confufion, 
even till I felt her cheek upon wine — 
I kifled the tears away — Her father was 
lpecchl«fs — She revived a little, but 
again relapfed, and without alarming 
any other part of the houfe (which her 
delicacy defired might be the cafe) 
flic was conduced by Mr. De Grey 
into her apartment. He is ftill by her 
fide — I went out in an agony, and I 
write this in the fame fituation. What 
can poffibly be the meaning of all 
this? — Is Sir Andrew then at laft the 
man ? — Was flie fo violently hurt at my 
menace againil Lord Blessingboune ? 

Does 



comes ot Medway ? Whateve 
truth — it is certain that Li 
Grey is wretched, and then 
impoffible the moft poignan 
(hould be cfcaped by the un 

Clement C 
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LETTER LXIX. 
r. Lasc£LLES to Captain Carlisle. 

X HAVE the pleafure to inform 
f dear friend that Augusta is more 
ronciled to her ficuacion than could 

eacpedled. She feems, at length, to 
come conlcious of the propriety of 
king our advice^ admires you fbr the 
rtitude of your virtue-, and even in- 
ices the idea of foon fcemg the Mar- 
lis; whom, by-the-by, it is near 
ne to hear from. I difpatch this 
;ws in a fhort note, merely bccaufe 
am convinced it will communicate 

you the pleafvre it has already given 
Your 

G. Lascellhs, 

Voi-iL H irnrKw 
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LETTER LXX- 

Captain Carlisle in anfwer. 

X OUR favour, relating the 
happy change in the dirpofition of thd 
Marchionefs> is replied to immediately i 
and although it came to my hand, juft 
after I bad taken it from fealing a 
letter containing the moft pathetic ac- 
counts, yet was I not wholly dead to 
the felicity of fo agreeable a piece of 
fortune. Continue, I beg of you, to 
confirm, to eQablifh, and to compkai 
her in fuch charming refolutions — tell 
her, fhe has now found out the method 
of makmg me truly admire her: aflure 
her, that by fuch conduft my adoration 
is efFedlually acquired. Inlpire her with 

chearful 
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chearful ideas of locicty — honour— ele- 
gance— and all the tranfports in the 
train of /r«/i&— Omit no circumftance 
that may fix her in the ideas (he now- 
tntertaini% 

I am your faithful 

Clxmekt Caruslb. 



H a LETTEil 
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LETTER LXXT. 

Mr. Lascelle s toSir Andrew Flight. 



, X HERE Js infinite difficulty 
in the bufinefs — The Marchioncfs be- 
gins to rave about her confinement, 
which, without the prefence of Carlisle, 
is, (he fays, infupportable. She raves—* 
fhe (tamps — (he infills upon feeing him. 
Thirteen love letters have I dcftroyea 
fincc yefterday morning, which (he 
imagines I was fool enough to fend to 
Carlisle — One written fince upon the 
fame fubjeft, I preferve juft to fend you 
by way of fpecimen — ^AU the glorious 
fire which (he cxpreflfes there, (hall, in 
du% time, burn for you — I — George 

Lascei^les, 
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Lascelles, the ruccefsful, have faid 
it. My filler has written twite to Mifs 
Lucia of late— She always give* mc 
her packets to put in the office — Not 
knowing but fhe might lay fomething 
improper of the violent Marchionefs, 
I threw the alorefaid packets, not into 
the office, but into tlic fire— \Iy head 
and hands arc full, but the Lady is 
beyond every thing tliat was evei before 
fcen on this fide Heaven ^ and fo 1 fhall 
go through it with fpirit for the fake. 
of my beloved Baronet. 

I have been thinking that a few new 
trinkets might fofcen a hard place or 
two i — (he came unaccommodated, you 
know. If you were to fupply this 
matter, you might, perhaps, get her 
vanity in your favour — that is a won- 
derful point gained. When afterwards 
Sue came to know, that one of the 
H 3 richeft, 
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richeft, as well as neatcft men in England, 
was the accommodator, (and upon (o 
difinterefted a principle too) why it is 
ten to one — the thing is, at leaft, wortE 
an ^ort or two — whatever, therefore, 
you remit, (hall be laid out to the moft 
promifing advantage. I am pretty well 
▼erfed in the baubles that fet a woman's 
eyes fparkling ; and if you ^n once 
charm the eyes, depend upon it the 
bcari is not in a very bad humour. 

Adieu. 

G. Lascelles. 



LETTER 



N 
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LETTER LXXII. 

The Duke of Downderdalb to Sir 
A. Flight. 

Nephew, 

J^EAVS Di Grey's direftly. 
You are not to attach yourfelf to his 
daughter. We are ill-treated. Come 
poft to the Abbey immediately. 



P. S. 
The dukedom, you fee, is obtained. 

LETTER 
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LETTER LXXIIL 
Sir Andrew Flight to Mr. Heath* 

COATE. 

X SHALL certainlj add to all 
my delicious laughs the fecret poileffion 
of Mrs. HEwsoN-~She meets me every 
evenipg in the wildemefs for infiruSioih^ 
Humph— read the inclofed which I' 
have juft broke open— Conjeaurc. the 
charming confequence — But let me 
fee — the moment of meeting is not yet 
thefe four hours — what's to be done?-— 
Oh fpirit of pleafure, that leaveft not 
a fingle iecond of vacancy, I thank thee. 
I have it, and my next . (hall explain 

thQ iiTue. 

A. Flight^ 

[Tlic 
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[The incIofedO 
From Mrs. Hswsofft 

Indeed, Sir Andrew, you 
are unreafonable — it will be carrying 
the foUieffi too far — A woman may 
certainly— However, I will meet you, 
without fail, on purpofe to convince 
you that you are — exceedingly in the 
wrong. 

Your's, 

Henrietta Hewson. 



LETTER 
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LETTER LXXIV". 

Sir Anorbw Flight to G. LxscstLSfr 

Efq. 

1 H A V E only time juft to wrap 
up a bUl or two^ which you will laf 
out to the beft advantage, and level 
your artillery full at the heart of the 
divine Marchionefs, for the future 
fervice of 



A. Flight; 



P. S. 



Your letters are all aflcew. Guefi,. 
by the fize of my letter, how tu^ I 
am in pkafure. 

LETTER 
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LETTER LXXV. 
Sir Andriw Fught to Mr. Heath 

COATE. 



r.iRE and faggot, Heath- 
COATEt what a defperace conclufion had 
my curfed love of laugh like to have 
brought me to ! You remember my 
promife of turning uncle's love-letter 
to advantage — yes, faith, I had like 
to have made a pretty advantageous 
piece of bufinefs of it truly! — Within 
an hair's breadth of being drowned^ 
that's all ! Wanting fome employment, 
as I told you, to amufe the time, be- 
twixt four o'clock, and Mrs. H 's 

appointment, I mufl needs fwagger 
away into the garden, where I knew 

Medway, 
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Medway, the moafter, had juft with- 
drawn with his angle. He was ftanding 
with his eyes fixed intently upon the 
line, greedily devouring the dancing 
cork upon the dream, when I pafled by 
on the oppofite fide, as not feeing him. 
The Earl's letter was in my hand— I 
appeared to be tickled to the foul. I 
a(Fe£ted to hold my fides with the pain 
of laughing. I mentioned the name of 
Lady LugiA thrice with rapture. My 
hero threw down his fi(hing-rod, and 
coming round to me wich inconceivable 
violence, and the mod fcarlet vifage 
you ever beheld, even inort a flame than 
a fetting fun, he cries out — Puppy, 
jackanapes — what did you frighten 
away my fifii for ? the largeft carp that 
ever was feen nibbled that moment at. 
my bait. Had it not been for you I 
(hould have hooked him. What name^ 
likewife, was that I heard you mention ?*- 

it 
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it founded like Lucia — What letter is 
that ? — ^give it me this moment. — There 
is a plot on foot. — HuHi, my dear, 
give it me. 

If my uncle infills upon it, Olly, 
iald I, how the devil can 1 htip it i 

Infifts upon what ? replies he. 

Upon my being married^ replied I. 

Married ! to whom ? 

To Mifs Lucia, that is — Lady Lucia 
that (hall be — Counceis of Blessing- 
bourne, that might have been— 
Dutchefs of DowNDERDALE, that may 
be! 

fTbat Lucia ? retorted the favagc. 

Vol. IL I Are 
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Arc there then more hearens than one 
heaven? — more Lucia De Griy's 
than one Lucia De Grey ? faid I, 
with great intrepidity, taking fhuffl 

I will read every fyllable of that letter 
before I fuflFer you to niovc — 1*11 not 
be fported with. Sir Andrew. 

Nay, I am all upon honourable 
terms. There arc no fccrets — *Tis to 
be a public affair, Olly. There is 
the letter for thy inlpeftion. 

He took it haftily. 

While he was fwallowing the con- 
tents, up came Captain Carlisle, but, 
feeing us engaged, with his ufual po- 
Jitenefs was going to take another part 
of the garden. As if from fome fe- 
cret impulfc, that worfe was at hand, 

I beckoned 
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r beckoned him. He wafkcd towards 
me- 

So then you are a fellow who make 
pretenfions to Mifs De Grey, are' 
you? 

I did, by no means, like a certain 
ill-look about his eyes, and therefore 
replied mildly — As to that, my dear 
Olly, you may eafily fee it was all my 
uncle's doing — My uncle, you fee— 

Your uncle be damned, replied he. 
iiave you written to the Lady your- 
felf? 

Written to the Lady, my dear Olly ? 
written to the Lady ?— why, as to a letter 
to the Lady-^ 

I 2 Look 



yru. lioir -u lan ^ancsr, I fioll not 
iurr TCTi:: ^ r^ I rrz^ jrf i^fbrm joa, 
ciii«J-^- ii**r -Li- •-DiTi'xaErig yoB arc 
£ iDnt i:r:Tr/r.iCiTf r: m-zrz ; SDd as » 
UK Tiitmr ic £:.-r!S rur lo giiat of 
iL:i Lrcii — rri. — >:ii — my dear, 
ij re rKX? rpnr dar f-iyeS — 1 Ihall 
be frTrKV-' vrt ^Tii^ yoB* to tbc fiSi, 

Ac cS)e d:^ cf ths fpesch, faecao^it 
hoc. cf n:T ar£s, £2C vocld aUbluCcIf 
have rr:r}sd rrc fbofe iafo thepondy 
had not Cjiclisls ran biiikljr. to mf 

r^rfmc, 2::d fared mc from the bar- 
bir:2r/s fjnr. He even toid Carlisle 
ffait be ir/ulfcd tbc fifets by faring me, 
and then walked away grovling like a 
lion- — Poor Carlisle firemed to be 
f^dly out of fpirits, and when he had 
rcfcttcd n:e, bowed with his wonted 

elegance 
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elegance as ir I had done bim the fa* 
TOur, and walked dejededly away. 

Such, Heathcoate, has been my 
/«» — however, bad luck now, better 
hereafter, fays the proverb. To con- 
vince you that I have a bolder heart 
than you imagine, I will in defpke of 

events go this moment to Mrs. H •, 

for my watch tells me 'lis exadly the 
time. 

Adieu. 

A» Flight^ 






n 
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LETTER LXXVL 
Mr. Medway to the Duke of Dowir- 

DERDALE. 

Mv Lord, 

1 F you knew me perfcftly, 
you would know I bate words — When 
one man thinks & to do an injury to 
another, the confequetM is fo uniyerfally 
knawn^ tbaty I take it, the only words 
really proper for the occafipn are— 
bt^ — bujh''''-'no noife. Lucia, whom 
you took upon you to give away^ is be- 
ioved by rm. Befides, your letter about 
bir^ is the faucieft thing I ever read in 
my life — ^the more fo, in confideration 
that you are . a ^uke. If you are not 

.'-' mean 




THE TUTOR OF TRUTH, v 

mean enough to plead privilege^ you will 
invite me to fome place or another juft 
to cell me that I am a fcoundril. Huih— 
hu(h — you underftand me. 

O. Medway. 



LETTER 
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LETTER LXXVIl. 
Mifs D£ Grey to Mifs Lascelles, 

jVIy mifcry increafes cytrj 
moment — I am fcarce able to hold the 
the peQ-«CARLisL£ ftill avoids me moft 
adiduoufly — yet it is a generous fenti- 
me nt of ivj» that has reduced me to the 
(bte in which I have forfome time been 
involved* My father has been feveral 
times on the point of making particular 
enquiries i but fo great a limpleton am 
U that^ whenever he takes hold of my 
hand and begins to prefs it to his bofomy 
I trttnlxle from head to foot, and he is 
Atlcfftd Aom ^'^aking* I am certain 

my 
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my heart will break, if an alteration 
.does not foon take place. Medway has 
again this minute been aiming his moon- 
ftruck myfteries at me. Coming out 
of my chamber, I faw him upon the 
ftair-cafe. I don't wonder, child, at 
your indifpofition, faid he — but hu(h— 
ku(h-— think of it no more — You may 
depend upon his death within a week— - 
No noifc— Words are wind — Wind is 
air — Air*s a tell-tale — hu(h. You may 
dtpend upon his death, I fay, within a 
week. 

Death 1 — my dear Lascellbs •— 
death! — whofc death ? — Ah, my God!— 
fu rely not Captain Carlisle's. Yet» 
why do I terrify myfelf? Medwav 
is his admirer — The poor fellow's a 
madman. 

But, 
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But, indeed, my dear, every thing 
alarms me now— I muft hie upon fomct 
acptdknt^ or you witi afi^d^ lok 

Your 



L15TTER 
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LETTER LXXVIIL 
Mr. LasceCles to Mr. Heath- 

COATE. 

d D E A T H and misfortune, 

what is to be done now 1 — fuch a fcene 

has pa0ed at our houfe within the laft 

twenty-four hours, that I am half 

4iiftraftcd. — The Marchionefs hath 

efcaped — My fiftcr difcovered me juft 

as I was about to pull the fruit, which 

was (make-believe) ripening, for our 

tool, Sir Andrew, and I am in the 

utmoft confufion^ — To crown the whole, 

I have reafon to think that curfed letter 

of Carlisle's got fafe to hand, while 

mine mifcarried — for, within ibis hour, 

I have noticed two ftrange muffled up 

fellows 
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fellows walking backwards and for- 
wards widiin Cghc of my dining-room 
windows— Perhaps the Marquis himfelf 
may be in town, and, according to his 
Italian cuftom, thefe may be his defpe* 
radoeS) who will dog me to my deftiny — 
I am all terror^ for I am all guilt.— Have 
you a bed to fpare if I could efcape to 
your apartment! — I cannot arrange 
my thoughts fufiiciently to tell the ftory 
of the whole ill-judged tranfaftion. 
But, altogether, paffion feems to have 
laid a trap for my deftruftion. 

Your's 

G. Lascelles. 



r\ 



LETTER 
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LETTER LXXIX. 

Sir Andrew Flight to Mr. Heath- 

COATE. 

W ORSE and worfe, Heath- 
COATB, Difappointment again and 
again— Within the breadth of an hair 
of my perdition I The charming Mrs. 
Hbwson was at the bower two minutes 
after me. 

' ** Punftual as lovers to the moment 
fworn," 'faid I — Well, charming pupil, 
are you now convinced that— - 

I am convinced, faid (he. Sir An- 
drew, that you ought to be contented 
with the many innocent freedoms I 
Vol, II.' . K allow. 
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allow, without prefling me to grant 
any thing criminal* 

Fie, child, when fhall I perfuade 
thee to throw off entirely all thofc 
H^lter-Skelter-Hall ideas ! — Believe 
me, women of true tatle and falhion arc 
above fuch grovelling, Jbomefpun no- 
tions — Plcaforc is the ward with per- 
ibns that are truly polite; and the plea- 
fu^es I fpeak of, fxt the nvoft indif- 
penfible. Take my word for it, yxKi 
can only be a better fort of Plebeian, 
unlefs you admit of them™Coindienoe 
then, I implore you, the true woman 
of the /oiiatt)nce, and make your Sir 
Andrew liappy— Nay then, if you 
refufe me, I mull take the fafhiooaible' 
liberty gently to force conftpliance. 

To force compliance I — is it r^jdly 
your intention lo difhonour me P^-tStand 
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cff, Sir 1 you infult mc — I am certain 
k is no derogation to a woman of fafhion 
to be true to her hu(band-'-and if ic 
weri^ that is a part of the ton I (hall 
never afpire to : to fpeak the plain faft, 
Sir Andrew, this laft atflion and con- 
verfacion has given me a very poor 
opinion of 

I caught hold of her again — 

She threw me from her, and gave a 
ihriek — But what of that?— to make 
«ho matter ten times more terribfe, hef 
exclaiming arroufed the ear of the pen- 
five Carlijkf who was fitting not far off. 
Never faw I fuch manly menaces upon 
the brow of mortal. His look awed me 
more than the loudeft threats of the 
terrific Medway— Fie, Sir Andrew, 
faid he> (when the Lady was walking 
off in pritty confunon)-*-Is this well 
K 2 concerted ? 
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concerted? Mttft yon Tiolate the Iaw» 
of lio(|iitaLty» at the Tery time that you 
ftchice fimplicky i — Fie upon it!— I am 
sot ooe. Sir Asdrsv, vho piqoe my- 
iclf upon breaking in upon the privatQ 
revclhngs of the libertine; but the 
grmind you jwor tread upon, is confer 
crated by belonging to jwar friend'^ 
If that. Sir, has no weight with you, 
I muft add fomtthing to its force, by 
informing you, that it is the property 
of mj guardian. 

Saying this, he gave a gentle incli* 
nation of his head, and pafled on. 

Oh, Heathcoatb, Heathcoate,. 
how diminutively was I fhrunk up; 
how defpicably was I dwindled after his 
departure ? I fat a little while under 
the agony of being the fubjedt of 
my own ridicule. Annihilation jufl: 

then 
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then would hiave been a bleffing, and 
I fneaked into the houfe at laft, as me* 
lancholy a mite as even crawled upon 
the earth. To finilh the matter, Car- 
lisle treated me at fupper^ as if nothing 
liad happened. 

Adieu. 

A. Flight, 



K 3 LETTER 



102 THE TUTX)R OF TRUTtt 

LETTER LXXX. 

Mr. Lascelles to Mr. Heathcoatx* 

JL HE fellows chat hovered 
over my houfe have difappeared, and 
I take up the pen again in more quiet 
to fpeak upon the fubje£): of the run- 
away Marchionefs. Ah, what a line 
of fuccefs was I in, if my curfed paf- 
Hon had not made it crooked! — ^^But 
there was^i^o poffibility of refifting the 
temptation— I faw the lovely creature 
in fo many diflferent pofitions — This 
m6ment (he dropt upon her knee to 
call bleflfings on her Carlisle — the 
next fhe fprung up a;id execrated her 
fatal partiality. *Twas in vain, under 
fuch circumftances, to attack her in 

ray 
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ifiy owH pcrfon — She looked — (he 
loved — (he exifted only in Carlisle. 
What was to be done ? Stratagem af- 
filed — I counterfeited the hand of 
Carlisle— made, m his name, a fo- 
Icnfin appointment to meet her with Mr. 
LafielUs* fermijfton — Enjoined a facred 
league of reciprocal fllence during the 
midnight vifit — was pundlual to the 
aflignation — aflumed the murmurs of 
Carlisle's mellifluous voice, and was 
received with rapture — Felicity was be- 
fore m^ — but I was interrupted even at 
this very moment, juft as the heaven 
of beauty was in profpeft ; it was con- 
trived by fome demon, that detefts me, 
eo occafion tijiumble as I was ftepping 
along the apartment. By appointment, 
no lights were to be admitted*— but this 
unfortunate ftroke foon introduced one^ 
and it was brought in the hand of my 
very fiften The Marchioncfs was fixed 

la 
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inaftonifhment — I knew not which w%f ^ 
to ftir — The reft is too painful to re- 
peat — We left Augusta in her cham- 
ber, but about an hour after we were 
departed, (my filler to weep, and I to 
curfe myfelf) I heard fqmebody go 
foftly down ftairs, and prefencly tam- 
pering at the bars of the ftreet-door-— 
I followed the impulfe of my fufptcions, 
and hurried down alfo— You are not to 
be told it was the Marchionefs-**] be- 
fought her to return — Without con- 
defcending to reply, flie proceeded in 
her efforts : Mpon my interfereing Zr 
fecond time, (be exclaimed, in a voic^, 
that at once terrified and commanded 
me -** Villain, fet me at liberty !"- J 
y^as fool and idiot enough to otey her*— 
She rulhed into the ftreet like lightning, 
and, being habited in her boy's apparel* 
ran along unfufpeded. 

Caroline 
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Carolxnb does nothing but upbraid— 
One thing is, the Marchionefs has no 
idea of Carlislb*s addrefs — At all 
eventS) I muft weather it out— Perhaps 
•ftll may again be weil»--Whatever folly 
you commit, let not the curfed lufts of 
the flelh get the better of your policy. 

Adieu, Adieu. 

Gioaox Lasceubs; 



LETTER 



w6 THE TUTOR OF TRUTH*. 



LETTER LXXXI. 
Captain Carlisle to Mr. LascelleSi 

Jtl o w is it that I do not hear 
any thing refpcfting the Marchionefs ?-- 
Buttyou will fend me by the bearer 
(Geofjry) an explicit account of her. 
He goes to my houfe in town to pre- 
pare things for my reception there, and 
returns as foon as he poflibly can; the 
faithful old creature is never eafy unlefs 
he adjulls every thing himfelf. It will 
be impoflible for me to bear the light 
of Prudence Place many days longer. 

The 
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The inclofed, which I have juft received, 
will account for it. Heaven be with 
you, prays 

Your 

C. Carlisle. 



LETTER 



io8 THE TUTOR OF TRUTR 



LETTER LXXXIL 

[The inclofed.] 

Mr.MEDWAY to Captain Carlisle. 

JN OT a word of noife, my 
dear boy — foftly — foftly — The new 
Duke is an old fool — his nephew is an 
infant— -I will put an end to the whole 
matter inftantly. Say nothing— I am 
a brief man. I did indeed defign to 
kill his Grace firft — but let him linger 
on a little longer — hufti — hufli — I will 
do the thing direftly — Whifpcr— 
whifpcr, my friend Clement — the 
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eremofrf is at hand. I love you even 
hough you favcd a puppy from being 
Irowncd— but hu(h, he ftiall die yet. 

Adieu. 

O. Medway. 
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LEtTER LXXXIIL 

The Duke of Downderdale to Sir 
Andhew Flight. 

Dear Nephew, 

A F this reaches you before you 
arc fet off, don't leave Prudence Place 
without chaftifing the infolence of the 
audacious Oliver Medway. He has 
abfolutely had the impudence to chal- 
lenge me to fingle combat- —to challenge 
a Duke, Sir Andrew, think of that— - 
Think of it, nephew, with proper fo- 
lidity, and let it fire your indignation- 
Wipe off, I charge you, this ftain upon 

the 
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the crrainc of your moll illuflrioiis fa- 
niily--Purify us at the rilljuc ot your 
life-— Wc know your native coiiragc--- 
wc know the fums you have t ::pentlcJ 
in the art of defence. Now ibis is tlu; 
time--Fight without delay---ii you are 
wounded, all rhc pliylicians of theglobc 
Ihall be at your l*ervice---if you Qay 
him, which I athoufand times t': e rather 
hope, haften to the continent, and I 
will join you there— if you fall, ncvei* 
were funeral honours fo great as your's 
fiiall be, and you will alfo be entitled 
to a place by the fide of crowned heads 
in Weftminfter-abbey. I fend a fpecial 
courier with this, that he may bring me 
the iflue of the combat— If you do not 
choofe to engage, lofe no time to fay 
fo, that, old as I am, I may chaftife 
the infolent myfelf. But why do I fay, 
not choofe to fight ? You will be even 
L 2 too 



ramiiy to live. Mars protCi 
boy. 



Dow^ 
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LETTER LXXXIV. 

The Marchionefs of N. to Signora 
* * * * at Rome. 

V/h Viola, Viola, let not 
the fondncfs of the heart ever tempt you 
to expeft' any thing from the generoficy 
of man— of man, not only born for 
our deftruftion, but glorying in the 
deed— Ah, my friend, what perfidy !•— 
what cruelty! — 

But wherefore do I wafte time in- 
thefe womanifh complaints ? — The 
moments are too precious— they are 
marked for r^^^rg^^— revenge, Viola,. 
which (hall fweep from the earth the 
mod barbarous of men* 

L 2. Yes, 
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Yes, Viola, he (hall die — die by 
the arm of the wronged Marchioncfs— 
Wifli you to know the name of my 
vidim? know it then in that of the- 
detcftablc CarliJU. 

Oh, the indelicate — the ingratcful— 
1 have not compofure enough to write—-* 
He abfolutely attempted the bafe ft 

You can have no idea of it but from 
his own words. 



To 

The Marchioncfs of N * * * ♦. 

• I come^ my beiutiful Marchionefs— * 
, I cgme ! — The hour of my joy fhall 
Jbe rtiid night ; in the very part of the 
v^vgck you have mentioned — But 

* filcncCj 
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•• filencc, reciprocal filcnce muft pre- 

• vail— -No lights — Nothing but a 

• tender exchange of the warmed vowf 

• that ever were breathed from* the lips 
** of lovers. Adieu. 

• I have a little difguifed my hand 

• for fear of accidents — but no more— 

• Adieu — ten thoufand times adieu — 

• Carlisle.* 



This fallacious piece of wickednefs, 
under the appearance of tendernefs, 
was delivered, as ufual, by the execrable 
Lascelles— towhat end, do you think ?— 
Ah, my dear Signora, it is too (hocking 
for your fancy ever to conjecture it I 
With a blufh I tell you, that, on my 

fart. 
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part^—foTy oh Signora,, I loved ta 
death — the moment of afljgnation was 
expedled with unutterable impatience, 
k was obferved. . 

The apartment was dark — univerfal' 
tremor flix)ok every nerve as I heard the 
ftep approach me — But the foot in ad- 
vancing encountered a chair— Sure it 
was placed there by Providence to pro- 
<lucc the alarm which difcovcred- tO' 



me- 



■ ■■ I am overwhelmed in tears— 
which difcovered the villany oi LafceUes 
and Carlijle. Yes^,. Viola,. Garltsle, 
the great, the elegant, the virtuous- 
feeming Carlis-le — Carlisle, dege- 
nerated to a mere pander — an ordinary 
wretch, who had agreed to facrifice the 
woman that adored him,— facrifice her 
to the man with whom be placed her 

for. 
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for procedion ! -— But this is not half 
his bafcnefsj— this was not an enormity 
of fuSicienc magnitude for the illuf- 
trious Carlisle. When Lascelles 
left the room (while I was hurrying on 
my boy's apparel^ refolved to cfcapc)— 
I felt under my feet fome papers, which 
my good genius direfted me to take up. 
I got fafe from the detefled houfe, and 
wandered, a folicary wretch, in the 
ftreets, I knew not whither. It could 
not yet be pad: two o'clock in the morn- 
ing, and the watchmen, who are always 
abroad till after that hour, were dill 
upon their guard. As there are lamps 
difpofed through all the parts of this 
city, I flood under one o£ them to esta- 
mine my papers, which I judge mufl: 
have fallen from Lascelles' pocket-— 
They contained— they contained — O 
pity me, Viola — read — read their in- 
famous contents, and confefs, that your 

poor 
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pcx)r Marchionefs has but too mucH 
juftice ia the vengeance which Ihc i^ 
refolvcd to take. 



[The inclofed Papers; Jv 

Fai>£R I. 

Superfcribed The Copy of ^ Letter fronr 
Captain Carlisle to Mr. Lascslles^ 

* Dear LAtcELLEs^ 

• You are too generous— Why fliould 

• you wifli to. offer naarriage to fuch.a 

* wanton ? » No, my, friend, even if 
^ (he were a widow, 1 would difUiade 

• you from it: rather follow my firft 
^ advice, and, as I do aiTure you (he is 

* perfeSlly deleftable to tne, make the 
*-caficft terms you can with her. But» 
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you ftill infift on treating her with 
terms of honour. What ! will you 
fliew fidelity to her after (he has re- 
ceived you under the notion of your 
being Clement Carlisle ? I muft 
again fay, that you are too generous 
to fuch a wanton. But a6l as you 
pleafe. She is, of all women in ihe 
worldj as much my averfion, as (he 
can poflibly be your admiration. 

* Clement Carlisle.* * 



Pap^r IL 

JSuperfcribed Copy of a Letter from 
Mr. Lascelles to Sir A. F. at Paris. 

* Dear Baron, 

* Purchafc for me, I bcfeech you, 
^ the inoft brilliant fuit of jewels in 

* your 
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* your whole city, and fend them dowt^ 

* to me Immediately, that I may hy^ 

* them at the feet of one whofe eyes 

* are ten times brighter than any thing 
^ wther Paris or Golconda itfelf can 

* afford. 

* G^ Lascelles.* 



Superfcribed Copy of a Letter from 
Captain Carlisle.' 

* The day of my marriage with 

* Lucia D. G. is fixed for the 27th 
« inftant. If, without fufpicion of tJiat 

* fury, whom you fo foolilhly love, you 

* can difengage yourfelf, I fhould wifli 

* you to be at the ceremony, were it 
^ only to aflure you that, fo far from 

* Ukins 



% 
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ix/b*^ the Mirchionefs, I doac upon 
tny beautiful intended. 

• Adieu. 

* C. Carlisle.' 



Such were the complottings, Icvcll'd 
by two barbarous men, my Viola, 
againft your poor — your unhappy 
Marchionefs. I thought madnefs would 
have feized me at the moment of 
reading fuch a black defign — a defign, 
my Viola, which Lascelles was cruel 
enough to endeavour to carry into exc* 
cucion — But why do I tell you of the 
mifery I have fuftained? — Why do I 
dwell upon the hard (hips of pafTing, 
formerlyt through the ftrects of Lon- 
don, while every happier heart was at 
reft ? — What are thcfe, Viola, to the 
Vol. IL M agony 
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agony of a foul burDing with revenge P-*--^ 
Marriage too — The villain is upon the 
verge of matrimony, is he ? This then 
is the caufe of all my mifery— of all 
my difappointments. His truth, his 
love, his tendernefs is all refer ved for 
another woman it feems •— the happy 
Lucia D. G. — Perdition upon her 
charms !. Difcord upon their union ! 
Oh, that I could find out her abode ! 
Married — what married ! — whom ? 
Carlisle, iwy Carlisle — oh diflxac- 
tion — diftraftion ! 

No^ never, ViOLA — cxcufe my defpair, 
I have an oath to fend to the great and 
good God, who now beholds me upon 
my knees. 

Jt is regiftered. Viol A-^it is ; written 

in the adamantine volume~I am to 

ai^wer.it; 

Earewcl. 

In 
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In Continuation. 

I HAVE fixed upon a fmallaparthncnt 
belonging to people (to whom money 
reconciles all myfterious appearances) 
within fight of Carlisle's houfe in 
London— Six hours vigilance has pro- 
duced yei no other fuccefs than the 
fight of iervants, who come in and go 
out of the houfe, as if they were at 
prefent the maflers of it. He is cer* 
tainly out of town, — perhaps making 
jplendid preparations for his marriage-— 
di, my brain — my brain— -I would die 
with tranfport to prevent it — It muji be 
prevented«^My oath— my oath — my 
mdi! 

Farewell. 



M 2 In 
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LETTER LXXXV. 

Mr. Lascelles to Mr. Heathcoatb. 



V^h! my dear Heathcoatb, 
I have fpent half this day, in vain, to 
pacify my outrageous fitter, but to no 
purpofe. Her curfed virtue plagues 
me to death. I have difpatched a line 
to Carlisle, which, I hope, will keep 
all quiet, till, by fome means, I can 
recover the March ionefs — But, at pre- 
fent, I have not had courage to ftep 
over my own threfliold fincc the curfed 
accident happened. One thing confoles 
M 3 me 
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acre not i litcfc : I perceive two papen, 
whici I ^urpcjely wrait^ f^S^ ^ 
^j«^ in Augcsta's apartinrnt»arc— be- 
ycuvi my expectation, as the went away 
hi the oigbc — pickt op. As ihe 
& :n>ws HOC Carlisle's addre(s in the 
wuntry, sod is, I believe, without much 
itu^QffY — iht may be tempted to return. 
Oa the other hand, if thefe fcbeming 
poftr^ have fallen into my lifter Ca- 
^cti>i^*s pofibflioo, it is worfe ftill.— 
^fowever^ at all events, I take care no 
kctJtrj flialt gQ «i^ or come mt^ my 
hvHile wtthoct my knowledge. Yet, I 
tuipev^^ that Caroline receives letters 
>:tt tvr her at fomc other place — I know 
iK^t what to think* The curfed uncer- 
tiktty too of the Marquis's journey, 
vithv*r to m place of diredioo, or to 
V' \^ x, \t\^\ much encreafes my anxkty. 

Ah^ lUAtHCOATE, HeaTHCOATE, 

what 
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what a hell it is to be liable to fo many 
terrible apprehenfions ! O guilt, guilt, 
giiiitl 

Adieu. 

G. Lascelles, 



LETTER 



1 a8 THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 

LETTER LXXXVI. 

From the Same to Captain Carlislk. 

[Previous to Lascelles's receipt of the 
Captain's laft], 

1 DID not, my dear Captain, 
write to you again upon the fubje^ of 
the Marchionefs i fince, I judged, you 
would take it for granted, that, if any 
thing more unlucky had happen'd, I 
ihould immediately have informed 
you : add to which, I was very unwill- 
ing — unlefs abfolutely ncceflary — to 
multiply thofe attentions, which are em- 
ploying your generous heart at Pru- 
dence-Place. I am aftonilhed at the 
Marquis's delay. Your letter muft have 

mifcarried. 
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mifcarried. . Is it not advifcable to write 
another? London is as barren and 
burning as Arabia Deferca this horrid 
hot weather: I would not have you 
obliged to pafs your fummer here for 
any confideracion. Not a fingle foul 
of jmr acquaintance will be fcen here 
thefe three months. For my part, I 
am tied by the foot. Buftnefs, you 
know (agency, my dear friend) muft 
be'muided., By*the-by, I muft, once 
mofty draw upon your kindnefs (that 
bank which is, I think, never to be 
overdrawn!) a friend of mine wants 
MOK for two months^ can you fpare 
it ? if you can, forward it when the 
poft returns, to your ev«r obliged 

GEOaOfi LaSC£I.L£S. 



LETTER 
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LE.TTER LXXXVIL 

From the Same to Sir Awoai^r 
Flight. 

HvERy thing fmile»-^in a^ 
Iftde time, your amour will laugh like 
yourfelf^But you fent the montyjhcrt. 
Female elegance is es^nfire. I have 
ibmething in my eye that would thaw 
the chafticy of Diana-^yec,. it may flip 
through my fingers : it is, like the 
Marchionefs herfelf, too beautiful to 
hang iri hand. Send an hundred pounds 
more, therefore, immediately, that the 
purchafe may be compleated. I never 

faw 
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w Lucia De Grey» but, I am con- 
need, fhe mult be an Ethiopian to 
U0U8TA N. 

Your's, 

G, Lascellis. 



LETTER 
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LETTER LXXXVIII. 

Mr. Heathcoate to Mn Lascelles. 
Dear fellow-labourer in the fame vineyard, 

X RECEIVE the account of ihj 
mifery, with fympa thy — May that ge- 
nius which hath hitherto infpired us, 
ftill keep thee from being cru(h*d ! — All 
thy fecrets are, and will ever be, fafe 
in tbebofom of your 

D. Heathcoati. 



P. S. 

We will continue, as ufua], to divide 
the Baronet betwixt us. He hath, as 

I hope. 
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hope, you already knowy received a 
efli fupply. His uncle hath great ad- 
tioos of fortune annexed to his duke- 
mi— Wc may expeft, therefore, to be 
\ rich as LcrdSf at leaft. Keep up thy 
nrits. 

Adieu. 

D. HsATHCOATr^ 
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LETTER LXXXIX. 

Mr. Medway to Mr. De Grey. 

Dear Si R^ 

Jl H E R E are fo many med- 
dling fellows about, that I perceive 'tis 
impoflible to (lay till the houfe is clear, 
and it mujl be a public piece of work 
at laji. Yes, my dear friend, though 
I hate noife, it muft be done — Pieafe 
to let it be Wednefday, Thurfday, or 
Saturday jiext, as is moft proper and 
fuitable. I had, however, rather have 
it done, private, in the houfe, by the 

way 
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ivay. of: ihufli, if pofTible. Noife is 
fhocking — Wc don't want a pack of 
ftarore ta ibftruft us what to do. Hufh- 
huQi. Five words are as efFedual as 
fifty. I could have explained much 
concifer, had I not chofen to make the 
appioinunt ncK that is to* deterfaiine the 
thing in writing. But there it too much 
company to fpeak upon certain fubjefts 
that (hall be namelefs — hu(h — hu(h. 
The fun gets up by four o'clock at this 
time of the year. Shall we rife there- 
fore to-morrow or the next day morning, 
and fo contrive to have the bufmefs all 
done and over before the unconcerned 
part of the family are flirring? No 
noife — no noife — fet your foot lightly— 
fet your foot lightly — who's the wifcr, 
who's the wifer? — hufli — hufh — hufti. 
You underftand me. I will give you 
this with my own hand: do you do 
N 2 the 
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die Quae — hem — hem — No noife- 

Olitea Mepwa 

P.S. 

Say in foor ufwcr, Cer€iiioiij> fc 
•'dock, fudi t day-^^Eooo^ir-liofl 



LETT 
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LETTER XC. 

Captain Carlisle to Mr. Lascelles. 

Jl iTY me, my dear Las- 
C£Ll:&5v pity me! Never — noj never 
was ma^ fo befet by temptations ! 
Mbdway drew me, a little while fince, 
in his^ fly way, to the very farthermoft 
end of the room, and in the foftcft 
whitper told me^ thaD— O mifery, Mr. 
Lascelles! — helhould have the ring- 
upon Lucia's finger in lefs than three 
dayBi "^ Hufli— HuOi— faid he, 'tis the 
giratcft: in tlie world— the poor girl is 
quite (ick upon myi delay--**She chides 
me with her Ibok^, every tiQie I fee her. 
I. canfiOjD evoi have leifure . enough to 
pbtwtQ: dkath the uncle and nephew — 
N 3 They 
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They mud live till the beginning of the 
week — Pray pardon me for that, my 
dear friend. One would have Jkiik if 
you could but have let him alone— 
Poor Lucia, longer delay would cer- 
tainly kill her !— Three days Jias fliet 
already, kept her chamber — Mum- 
Mum — ^No noife — I have the thing that 
will fettle the bufinefs in my pocket.'* 

This converfation was, like all his 
difcourfe, in fet, folemn fentences-^Mr. 
D£ Grey, with an air of fadnefs upon 
his venerable brow, came into the room, 
and we parted. 

Oh Lascelles, help me to lan- 
guage — help me to fentiments which de* 
fcribe fenfations of horror, that I may 
tranfmic to you fome idea of the feel** 
ing that took hold of my heart, when 

I beheld. 



\ 
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I beheld Med way put, as if by ftealch, 
into the hand of Mr. D£ Grey^ a paper 
that Teemed to be ftampt with feveral 
feals !— Though it was too much like a 
Utter^ and too fmall to be a fettlement, 
yet my fancy fuggefted it was fome 
deed fuflicient to m; deftrudion — 

Had not water been at hand, I (hould 
certainly have dropt. 

To fwell the circumftance, both the 
Hewsons and Sir Andrew Flight 
were in the room. 

This was not all. Mr. De Grey 
feemed to receive the packet with plea- 
fure^ and retired rather abrupter than he 
was wont to do, when he leaves a com- 
pany. 

Medway 
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MIDWAY hummed a. love fonnec,, zai] 
capered about the rooin ;, paffing by ijne; 
every now and thqn with, a wink. 

The trial ' was tQCiN Ijiard to be fep^ 
ported.. I withdrew* Wba,t was to be 
done ? - It: wa^.plwn thafeSirr And^ew'3: 
affair was out of the queftlon ; Med* 
wayr^Af^^i^^^r^^lyr W4s,them«i. For 
Medway — the crueW(ah ! why do I call 
her cruel ?) — the charming Lucia De 
Grev was noW' languifhing in her 
chamber: for him^ (he had been long, 
indifpofed — bis image it w^ t^at filled: 
her thoughts — bis perfon it was that 
chariped hpr eyes-H^^ o^)y W9.s<^t0ir- 
tfl^.. .' ._ . , - 

I loft, my fenfes^ LA&c£XLEs-T.^iid'. 
I now lofe them again at the recoUei^Qn; 
of what followed thefe reflexions. 



\ 



Lucia 
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Lucia D« Grby herfelf appeared^ 
She came tottering from her apartmentr 
with a countenance, which, ahhough 
ever lovely, denoted infinite emotion^ 

Oh Mr. Carlisu^ faid (he, lifting 
up both her hands, what ii doing above 
in the library i 

Doing, my dear Mifs Di G%tv^ 
replied I, (as we walked into the gardent 
whither ibe was^ going to air) yoa 
frighten me— why— fcrit^/ h doing i 

CirefMitf (faid (he, in the moft faulter- 
ing voice) for what could my father fo 
loudly repeat the word cirmonf^ Mr. 
Carlisle? 

men was that, my dear M'^fs Da 
Grey ? Your dear Mifs De Grev» 
Clement— ah! that— I beg pardon» 



My God, Mr. Garum.1 

fuch idea— no fuch — How 

Madam i 

I atrrhotjconfciousiofany cai 
tbat^r-flicmlAwarrantr-.ftich 
fuch tl-i»tfn«nt, Mh Ga^li 
I — have received from — fn 

n>y--riiy-^ treatment havey 
what ! HI treatment ?..^0 h 
me when, bow, where, by.i 
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but I dflc pardon, ^Madam, my zeal .has 
hurried me into kmguage which, as 
things are circumftanced, muft naturally 
offend yoii. 

It docs, indeed,' Sir — It fcems ftudied 
to do ^mire than offtnd toe— -to break 
tny heart. 

Your heart, Mifs bfi Grey ! — I hare 
'done — I Ihali— I, I— have done — I 
wifh you — I wifh you, very happy — 
Indeed I do — Upon — upon my foul, 
:Mad«i, I do U- 

Happy^ Mr. GARLf^Ls!— ^oh.rbar- 

barous!— Give me leave to go in — I 

-wifli I were dead! — I have bufincfs up- 

-ftairs,JSir—^Happy, happy—. you wiih 

-mc hafppy^ ai^i^yet you' talk in-thcfe 

ungMcrous tsirmfii €!^ ^ttt ^^fae-^wiio 

-•..:. V' ■:•.■•- • his 
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has been iuch an M frimi -oh^ Mr. 
Cahlisls, how can yoQ ufeme Um ? 

Upon thefe words flie wentagub into 
the houfe in anger and agony inexpref- 
iible. But who could ever liave fug- 
gelled that her paflkm for that ftrange 
man, (hould have ma^ her fo (enfible 
of the flighteft impreffion againft his 
charafter ? His very nawu^ pronounced 
in a loud voice, fets her on flame— 
An old friend — ungenerous to an oU 
friend — To be fure I have known Mr. 
Medway fome time — I have — But why 
do I argue upon the fubjeft ?^.£very 
moment makes my difappointment more 
manifeft— Why then am I perplexing 
my heart with conftant attempts to ex- 
plain u^i^j/, if I was not wilfully bliodedt 
is as clear as the light of Heaven ? 
The only wife part-^tbc * only poffiUe 
part for me now to ad, is, dircdUy to 

withdrazv: 
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tviibdraw. Perhaps the morrow majr 
annpkat my mifery. Mr. De G rev is 
now, even now, adjuftingthe ceremorg — 
The very ring is before me. Were I 
to ftay longer,. I (hould not be able to 
anfwer either for my truth or my ho- 
nour. Oh Lucia — Lucia— Lucia ! — 
I can no more. 

P. S. 

The 200I. you (ball have from my 
own hand.— —Dear friend, farewell. 

C. Carlisle; 
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LETTER Xa. 
Mr. De Gret to Mr. Medwat. 

i^ONScxous, dear Mr. Med- 
WATt of no fort of oSeocc; but, on 
the contrary, feeling for you the fame 
warmth of friendfliip as ufual, I am 
not a little furprifed at the turn and 
colouring of the fentimcnt in your laft 
letter. I have now puzzled over it a 
great while, without being in any mea- 
fure rewarded for my pains. To ipeak 
the whole truth, I do not comprehend 
one fentence of your whole favour. 
You feem to be agitated, and defirous 
of performing certain ceremonies with 
peculiar privacy, at a very early hour 
of the morning: and yet I cannot con- 
ceive 
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ceive of whac nature chofe ceremonies 
(hould be 1 nor, if they are of an boftile 
connplexion, can I fuggeft to myfelf, 
whence they (hould happen. I beg 
you will be fo friendly as to i9tpkin this 
matter. If you can point out to me 
any circumftance that, to your eye, looks 
like an impropriety, no man will be 
more willing to be in(lru£ted how it 
ifnay be amended. If it fhould prove, 
that you are yourfelf miftaken, no 
mart ^ill more chearfully impute it to 
that origin from whence many^ fimilar 
errors have proceeded, namely, froiti- 
txttSEL^tfinfihility. ' 

I ami my dear Mbdway^ ' •] 

Your obedient fervant, 

Robert De Grey.* 

O 2 LETTER 
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LETTER XCII. 



Mr. Medway to Mr. Dt Gret. 



Sir, 



\m 



Jrlo! ho!-— is that thecafe?-' 
You don't choofe to underftaiid me— 
Youdefire ^^/tfm/im— Certainly right-^ 
Nobody can blame you. Hulh-*-hufli. 
I am DO flincher. Name every thing-^ 
place, weapons, ground, time, &c.— • 
I love you, and therefore will give you 
every advantage over'"me in the world. 
But your daughter muft not marry any 
tody elfcy while there is upon the face 
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F the earth fuch a man as the 
irgotten 

Olly Meoway. 



P. S. 
No noire. 



O 3 LETTER 
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.: LETTER XCIIL 
Sir Andrew Flight to Mr. Las- 

CELLES. ' 

JL WILL add five hundred {»eces 

to the lool. you fend for, George, \i 

you will, without any delay — (mark the 

word i7»y^ — come down to Prudence 

Place, or, to a place of appointment 

nearer^ and kill Olly Medway ia 

fingle combat : reafons for this. Prompt 

payment, I (hall only fay his death is 

neceffary, not only to m^f bonouTy but 

to my future well-being with my uncle, 

confequently your fubfiftance is touched 

as well as that of 

Andrew Flight. 

N. B. 



^ 
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N. B. 

The credit of his fall muft be mint. 
Be at the fign of the Duke's Head in 
the neighbouring village, Wcdnefday 
evening. Knowing your exadlnefs, I 
fluU behave like an hero accordingly. 



LETTER 
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Of^TRXJTa. 



LETTER XcrV, 

Sir AnC^ew FLroiat to tlic Duke of 

DOWNDBRDALE. 

Honoured Uncle, 

It looks fufpicious to detain 
your mcflcnger any longer — The great 
nicety of finifhing a trifle of this na- 
ture is, to do it quietly. I am waiting 
my opportunity ; and although, for 
your Grace's fake, and the fake of my 
family, my blood boils to be at him, 
yet, as I am a vifitor here, it will be 
decent to go prudently to work. I am 
glad you did me the juftice to believe 
I would chattife the infolent. If I fee 
your Grace again on this fide Heaven, it 

will 
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I be with honour i if not, I (hall 
sc yott in elyfium. Your Lordlhip-— 
lould (ay— your Grace, will pardon 
being a little jocular upon thefe fort 
circumftances — They are the baga- 
es^of fuch fpirits as delbend from 
li a bofom as your Grace's to that of 
ir happy 

A. Flight. 



LETTER 
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Sir A^pi^£W:,Fliohj to Mr.MEDWAT^ 

Mbdwav, 

. . xVfter a good deal of rc- 
fleftion, i am not able (though I am 
one of the beft tempered men in the 
world) to brook- your daftardly beha- 
viour—You called me coward — puppy-^ 
jackanapes^ &c. befides reflefting on my 
uncle, HIS Grace of Downderdale-* 
Now, I muft inform you, there is a 
large fpot of wafte, unfrequented, 
heath-ground at the back of the Duke's 
Head in the village. Twelve o'clock 
op Wednefday night, (I mean Wedncf- 
day next) let. me have the pleafure to 

fee 
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fee you to unfwer thcfe fcveral charges. 
Meantime, to (hew our real bravery, 
let*8 be exceeding good friends, and 
difguife the deadly defigns that are 
glowing in our heroic bofoms. I fend 
this by Mr. Gabriel HeWson, who 
being a quiet worthy lad, fhall be my 
idcnd in the field. 

The angry 
Andrew Flight. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XCVL 
Mr. Medway's Anfwer. 

JriusH— hulh. I begin to 
think i)ettcr of you. No noife, little Sir 
Andrew. I rather expeft the chance 
of a pop or a pink to night ^^ but, if 
my wound in that quarter (hould not , 
be mortal, you may depend upon 
ihaking hands on Wednefdaywith 

Your 

Ol. Msdwat. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XCVIL 
Captain Carlisle to Mr. De Gkey. 

If EEL myfelf of late, my 
very dear friend, not quite fo well in 
my health. I impute it to the recent 
alteration of climate. A little excur- 
fion may poflibly aflift me, and there- 
fore I propofe to fet out to-morrow 
morning to my town houfe, and fo 
back ^gain. 

But, as it is poffible, my dear Sir, 
fomc changes may happen in your family 
before my return, I will, with your 
leave, joined to that of Mr. Medway, 
(who I underftand is now clofetcd with 
you) make bold to pay my parting 

Vol. II. P devoir — 
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devoir-^m your prefence — to Mifs De- 
Grey. Perhaps, Sir, if is decreed^ 
that I am never more to falutc her 
tinder that appellation. Nothing how- 
ever can happen that can violate the 
heart- felt efteem, with which 

\ am, 
My dear Sir, 
Your moft afie^ionatc fervant> 
Clement Carlisle. 



LETTER 
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LETTER XCVIII. 
Mr« Lascblus to Mr. Heathcoatx. 

J or, joy, Hbathcoate — I — ^IJ 
I have recovered my loft treafurc — re- 
covered her, though by compulfion — I ' 
caught her upon the looIc*out for Cap- 
tun Carlisle i and as good luck would 
have it, fcarce ten minutes before old 
limping Geotert, the Captain's fa- 
iroaritte footman, arrived with a letter 
from his mailer.— •! am ready to leap 
out of my fkin ; though, as to the Lady 
hcrfelf, never did I fee fuch a dreadful 
alteration: her vifage palf, her eyes 
tJim, her air languid — She fcarce feems 
•tQ have taken rcfrcfhmcnt fince her 
P 2 cfcape— 
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cfcape — T hough my fifter kneels down 
and prefles her, with tears, to eat, fh^ 
moft obflinately refufes. What a violent 
woman! I gave it out to two fellows, 
whom I had upon the fcout, that (he 
was a relation of rriine, hurt in her 
fenfc's, who had broke from us. Her 
behaviour to them, on being (eized, jufti- 
fied this ; for, in getting her up ftairs to 
her old apartn^cnr, fhc took a little 
pocket-knife from her fide, and aimed 
it with full force at one of , the men*s 
throats. I own I am forry to fee her 
in this fituaiion, though I had rather 
have her any way^ than have her to look 
for. Carlisle would certainly have 
taken vengeance. Now all may be well 
again. I am glad to fee my. fifter be- 
have fo prudently to Augusta. In a 
day or two I Qiall fend you better news 
about her. If I ever again run the 

rifquc 
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rifquc of gratifying my pajfton at the 
price of my policy^ then execrate 

Your old unfortunate 

G. LascellcsJ 

P. S. 

L am going down on Wednefday to 
light for five hundred pounds: Glly 
MsDWAY is to be the mark. The 
iDoney, you may be fure, is to be for 
Andhew's Friends. The Fame he 
tlAy put into his pocket if he plea&s. 
•Tis to be within half a mile of Pru* 
dence Place — yet (hall I not be fcen. X 
iball fire my piftol, and come away 
again diredlly. As to my exit^ that is 
out of the queftion. I am (hot-free. 



P 3 LETTER 
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LETTER XCIX. 
Captain Carlisle to Mr, Lascilles* 

JL H E ftrangeft as well as the 

mod fudden alteration has liappened in 
the affairs at Prudence Place that you 
c^n poflibly imagine. Oh, my Las- 
CELLES, I am lighter than thc^air — the 
dead weight is taken from my bofom— * 
I have neither a thorn in my heart, nor 
a wrinkle on my brow. Though the 
path that led to this paradife was not 
without brambles that obJiruSledy it prc- 
fented, at laji^ the fmootheft, the moft 
lawny, as well as the moft rofy profpeft 
in the v/orld. 

You 
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You (hall hear. 

Unable, any longer, to bear the in- 
creafing perplexities of my fltuation, I 
wrote a letter of excufe to Mr. Db 
Grey for a week's abfence, and went 
to pay my farewell refpedts to Lucia* 

Suggefting what might be the ftate 
of my feelings at the clofe of fuch an 
interview, I took care to have my car- 
riage waiting for me at the door the 
moment I left her apartment — nor did 
I even allow myfelf this pleafure of 
entering her apartment at all, till I had 
prc-invitcd Mr. De Grey to be prefent, 
and even till I had apprized Mr. Med- 
wetf of the fole purpofe of my vifit. 

I meant only to make — my heart 
scb — and withdraw. — Ob human na- 
ture !— ^ 

Mr. 
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Mr. De Grey opened die door to 
me; he bad fcarce entered himfelf— 
fiehind him ftood — Mbpway, makiDg 
his dilutatioDS to Lvcia, who, upot 
iScting me adrance, put on, as of late 
iiad been ufiual, a fort of amd^/mfi, 
which I have been .but too apt to coa»- 
ftrue in my disfavour. 

Lucia De Grby looked, as if (he 
thought it a j2rtf;^^aei^/£^. 

" Pray fit down, gentlemen," faid 
flie, in a fluttering manner — " Pray fit 
down." 

Her father took her by the hand. 
I was preparing to fpeak on the fubjeft 
of my departure — but could, for the 
A)ul of me, get no farther than—" I am 
come. Madam-*-! am come, Miis Di{ 
Grey — I am~-I am rt)me" — 

*« Very 
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" Very true, Captain," replied Mr. 
Ds Grey, taking me up brifkiy, *^ you 
ate come extremely apropos— you arc 
come juft in time to be a witnefs tO"'l 

Oh I Lascblles, my perverting 
fancy caught at the only wrong con- 
ftruAion of the fentiment, and I inter- 
rupted him by exclaiming, 

" Excufe 'me, my dear Mr. Dt 
Grey — ^pray excufe me — I would de- 
dicate not only my leifure, but my lift 
to the wilhes of your family— but to 
be a witnefs-^to be a witnefsy my good 
Sir, upon fo interefting an occafion— 
is — is— is — indeed, I could not be of 
any fervice." 

" Service, Mr. Carlisle,'* faid 
MfiDWAY—** there is no fervicc in the 
cafe-— the only fervice you can be of in 

promoting 



k 
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promoting the defign of our vifit to 
this young Ltdy^ is to be a witnefi 
that I hare had all the ^reftfon in -die 
world to iuppole t mu beloved by 
her/! 

^ Wat ft ever qoeftioned) Ma Midt 
-•wiy/' laid I ? 

•* Queftioned,*' — retorted Mifs De 
<>R Ey— ** queftioned, Mr. Caruslb— - 
-beloved by me—'Mr. Midway beloved 
% nae !*• 

** ra, Mad^tm, /,"— &id Medway ? 

•* Now then we come to the point,** 

replied Mr. De Grey— 

*^ Perhaps thefe explanations,'* faid 
I, *' may be improper before mc — I 
certainly intrude — Family afiairs are 

facred— 
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ftcred— -I beg permifflon to withdraw-*^' 
H«d I known you were upon bufincftr 
of fo much delicacy" — 

•* Stay, Mr. Carlulb,** anfwered 
Lucia, with more firmnefs than is- 
ufual to fuch extreme delicacy as her's— 
*^ it is a juftice you owe mi to ftay. 
Sir— With regard to you^ Mr. Med- 
WAY, I beg to know upon what mif- 
conflrufbion you found the aftonifiung 
faft you charge me with ?** 

** jfjionijbing fafl:, Madam,*' rejoined 
Medway — *• Is it not clear? have I not 
fed my fond heart ^th this idea many 
months ? — did you not always meet me 
with a fmile i — have I not a thoufand 
timei faid, that you was made to be 
the beft wife in the world?— -have 1 
AOC been ready to murder any man 
AiC fliould dbre to look Itedfaflty ac 

you? 



\ 
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you ? Has not your father heard me de^ 
clare, that I would lofe my blood in 
your fcrvice ?" 

Here Lucia lifted up her handi 
again. 

^* I grant all this, my dear Medway,** 
laid Mr. De Grey, ** but furely, this 
is no foundation for a paflion. Lucia 
fmil^s whenever (he meets any of her 
friends. It is a complacency that be- 
longs to her charaAer — it belongs even 
to her face : her features are made for 
giving welcome to her father's friends— 
Sucb Mr. Med WAY molt certainly 

« Lookce, Mr. De Grey,'' replied 
Medway — " huffi — hu(h — no noifc 
about this bufinefs — I am no talker. 
I hare been intending to make- your 

daughter 
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daughter my wife a long while. I 
thought both you and (he knew plain 
enough my meaning, efpecially as I was 
exceeding cautious lead it (hould be 
known to any body elfe — which I defpife. 
I took the affair for granted. It feems I 
am deceived. Nobody under flood my 
meaning but myfelf — The bufincfs is 
cafily brought to an iffue. Here's the 
upflhot. Do you now, Mr. De Grey, 
approve of my beginning more explicit 
overtures V* 

« That queftion," faid Mr. De 
Grey, *' is firft to be fubmitted to my 
daughter. You are a worthy man, and 
I here declare I have no objeftion to 
any gentleman, upon whom I have any 
• folid reafons to believe Jhe places her 
aflfcdtions.** 

Vol. IK O ^* Give 
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^' Give me your hand," cried -Med- 
w AY ; " you fpeak fairly — I love honour 
better than life — ^Jife — it is my heaven — 
Well, Mifs Lucia, now is the' time. 
Every thing refts with you ?** • ' 

Guefs, if you can, Lasceli.es," what 
I underwent at this moment! My 
heart was-at my Ups. 

•* Since it is incumbent on me to 
fpeak,** faid the beautiful trembler, *' I 
mud confefs, that, though there is no 
man I more efteem than Mr. Medway, 
as z friend 'i yet, yet, in the light of— 
of — a lovefj I — I — cannot fay that— 
that—^Pray be not difpleafcd with me, 
if I fay that—** 

" Enough faid, enough faid — hufh— 
hulh — I'm only angry,*' faid Medway, 

*• that 
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*• that you did not tell me fo before j 
but— no noife— I fee it was partly my 
own fault. Give me a bufs — you arc a 
good girl— -a bad one at a hint^ tho*— 
hoih'— bu(h— you are a bad one at a 
hint. Give me your hand, Mr. Db 
Grby. I thought I was acting the right 
part--*-But I am too old, and too odd a 
fellow to (Ke of difappointment, fo all 
I bivt farther to fay on the fubje<5t is 
ch;8| don*t fpeak of my affair below-— 
ijet us feparate— -Let us go down a little 
4^if one another — Who*s the wifer ? 
who's the wifer ?*' 

•• Another moment, if you pleafc," 
faid Mr, De Grey, (rifing and ad- 
vancing to Lucia, whom in the courfe 
of theconverfation he had left)— "Since 
matters have gone thus far, and we are 
all friends together-, tell me, Lucia, 

CL2 if 
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if you think there is any other pcrfon 
v/ho may be going on in the fame 
mijiake. If fo, we may reftify it in 
time. Do you imagine any other, in 
this family J for inftance, lays claim to 
your tendernefs, my dear ?** 

. MyGod^LASCELLES^whataqueftion! 

•* No, indeed. Sir,** anfwered Lucia, 
with a figh. 

*• Oh ! yes,** rejoined Medway, 
*^ that bit of a Baronet, Sir Andrew 
Flight/* 

*• Sir Andrew Flight P* cried flic 
haftily— " thp matter was not impr9^ 
bahlt with fo worthy a man as- Mr. 
Medway, bi^t furcly Sir Andrew 
JFlight could never — *' 

« Madam,** 
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*• Madam," returned Medwayi •* I 
was about to have jerked him into a 
fifli pond upon that account. If you 
have etcr any thing to fay to fuch a 
fellow as that, Til never forgive you." 

" Perhaps it may be in your power, 
Mr. Carlisle,** faid Mr. De Gaey, 
(coming round to me) ^^ to help us to 
another upon the lover's lift.*' 

Think of my confufion, Lascelles I 
after great liefitacion I fpoke as follows, 
while Lucia went firft to one wipdow 
then to the other, as if taking different 
views of the garden. 

" I muft own, Sir, it docs not feem 

difficult for me to mention another of 

Mifs De Grey's admirers. The dif* 

ficulty would be in finding a pcrfon of 

0^3 her 
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her acquaintance who did Mf come 
under that charafter." 

** Come, come, Carlisle, no noifc— 
no rtoife,** faid Medway, ^* you have 
your/elf been her admirer any time 
thefe—'' 

Here Lucia turned round, with a face 
blooming with a thoufand bluflies. 

** Mr. Carlisle n^ admirer, Mr. 
Medway ? — " 

. *• Yes, Mi& De Grey, Mf, Car-^ 
LISLE has, to my knowledge, been your 
admirer before he went to Italy. You 
may thank me— for now I fee the whole 
train of my miilake— -that he has pined 
and grieved, and — " 

« For 



1 
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" For heaven's fake, Mr, Medwav !" 
faid LuciA. 

*' Clement," faid Mr. De Grey, 
" Midway is too hard upon you : he 
has had a (light fcratch of the paflion 
himfelf, and he wants to make us be- 
lieve you have had a wound too. But . 
come, Mr. Medway, I have fomething 
to Ihew you in the library— fuch a 
filhing-pole as, pcrh,aps, you never 
faw." 

They both went out of the room 
hand-in-hand — Lucia attempted to 
follow. 

" And fhufi you go then, Mifs I>i 
Grey?" faid L 

" GV' replied (he, turning— " lord, 
why not, Mr. Carlisle F^-I am going 
to fee the fifliing-polc/* 

" What 
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•* What a blefling I fliould have 
deemed it, Mifs De Grey, if this dif- 
covery had been made before I went to 
Italy!" 

•^ What did you fay, Mr. Car- 
LtsLE ? — Italy — Good God ! — Has your 
Italian attraftions then-^** 

*• O Lucia! — Lucia! I can hold 
no longer — Too Ibng — too long already 
hath a fenfe of honour, and a religious 
regard to what I, all the time, thought 
yeur bappinefs^ kept me filent — for this 
I bleed— for this I was in defpair-^ 
for this too it was that I was again pre- 
paring to depart — But — truth requires 
no longer facrifice. My feelings may 
now again ihew thcmfelvcs — Again may, 
I adore thofe charming eyes — again— 
You are not angry with me, Lucia ?** 



I 



•• Angry 



TrtE TUTOR OF TKUTH. 177 
•* Angry with you— Clement ?" 

•* Dear, generous Lucia De Grey — 
ThU hand muft bear the imprclfion of 
my gratitude.'* 

•* Pihaw — ^nonfenfe— -how can you, 
Carlisle i but you were departing — 
4rhither would you go, Carlisle V^ 

*^ I had forgot that my chaife is at 
the door,' Lucia ?•• 

**And muft you go then, Clement ?** 

*• Goj my adorable Lucia I yes I 
muft go this moment — I muft go as 
faft as my feet can carry me, to — order 
my horfes to be put into Mr. De Grev*s 
ftable." 

" How 
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** Haw Ibon you men tlccf'^ydur 
minds, Ctemtnt.^^ 

*^ Ah, LvciA f LvciA I I till now 

poflefling one of the happieft momena 
of my life.** ^ 

" I am myfelf not mftrabk^ Car-, 
ListB«^-«nd^-and — and fo t^ke vtif 
hand, and — ** 



C( 



Do with it what I pleafe!-*** 



For the firft time fincc my return^ I 
not only kifled tbat^ Lascelles, but 
raviOied a rapture upon her rofy lip. 
Here is an end of my converfation-letter. 

I (hall mt come to town — my horfcs 
are turned to grafs— -Love is likely to 
allow them a long fcaft of pafturage— 
I cannot tell you how light I feel at the 

heart— 
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heart— But let me not in my ecftafy 
forget my friend ! The caflb, which I 
defigncd to bring myfelf^ I now remit a 
draft for, I beg you will ever continue 
to command, on all forts of occafion, 
the fervices of 



Your's, 
. Clement Carlisle. 



LETTER 
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LETTER C. 
Mr. Lascelles to Mr. Heathcoatb. 

XXmisery, and a misfor- 
tune more extreme than before, hath 
fallen upon me— The Marquis is come— 
The Marchionefs is every thing but ab- 
folutely diftrafted — My filler is over- 
whelmed in tears 1 I am plunging in 
the abyfs of defpair. My whole family 
is in ruins. 

A violent thundering at my door laft 
night, and almoft towards the zenitji of 
it, announced the impatience of fome- 
body who had authority to difturb us. 

Ah! 
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Ah! Heathcoate, confcious guilt 
at that moment emafculated my ufual 
hardihood ; I felt my heart convulf- 
ing in my bofom, and the (hameful 
drops of fear were upon my brow. 
Flying then from my bed, wrapt up 
only in a robe dt chambrey I charged my 
fcrvants to deny me — gave my filler the 
like injundion, and then dole, with in- 
glorious terror, into a kind of lumber- 
room at the top of the houfe, that I 
might cfcape even the voUe of my ac- 
cufer. To this precaution, probably, 
am I indebted for my life — Who, 
Heathcoate, can expe£i to conquer 
the man whom he has wronged? For 
money, I am mercenary enough to fight, 
but with the weight of crimes upon the 
heart, one's intrepidity hath no room to 
play. 

Vol. II. R The 
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The knocking being for fome time 
repeated, and every repetition with 
inore vehemenice, admittance was at 
length given. 

Oh thefe high-fpirited ^foreigners'! 
No fooner was he entered, than he de- 
manded, in a tone. of implicit com- 
mand, his violated wife. JHc did not, 
it feems, wait any reply. He did not 
wait even long enough for obedience. 
In difregard of every thing that looked 
like ceremony, he flew up ftairs— ruflied 
from one room to another 5 and found 
at laft the objeft of his fearch. I heard 
the Ihriek of the Marchionefs's amazc- 
menr^ even to the remoteft corner of 
my hiding hole. Barbarous man ! aban- 
doned woman ! re-echoed thro* the cave. 
I was witnefs to the clamourous denuB- 

ciatioB 
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ciation of death upon Carlisle and 
myfelf. I was wimefs^that the Marquis 
was in pofTeflion of Carlisle's addrefs-^ 
the ndtne of De Grey, and even of 
LuciA^. were articulated with curfes 
of vengeance — With execrations, ftill 
Wronger, waa all future connexion with 
the Marchionefs renounced \ and he 
ru(hed down the (lair-cafe at lad, fwear-* 
iog never more to clofe his eyes till his 
revenge, as far as- it could be had in 
tUs world (that was his exprefllon) was 
compleat. 

. Since his departure, Thave crept from 
nny fanftuary, and tried, but not with- 
out tremor, to gain admittance to the 
apartment of Augusta. She has 
drawn a triple bolt acrofs the door — 
She will not fpeak— My fiftcr is on the 
R 2 bed 
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bed of ficknefc. O Truth! what 
Deity arc Tnotr ?—- thy fmile migb 
chace away defpair. But what are thel 
refle&ions to the pufiUanimous aa 
falfc 



G. LASCEfctrsi 



LETTEJ 



V 
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LETTER CI. 

Trotn ihe Marquis of N. to Mifs Dm- 
Griy. 

Madam^ 

X^o a jftrangcr the honour to 
deliver the inclofed (after you have 
yourfclf read it) to the greateft and 
mod: accompliihed villain upon earth. 
I take this mode of getting my lettcf • 
to his hand, that you, whom I prer^ 
fume to be young and innocent, may^ 
if not too late, efcape the wrongs that 
are heaped upon the head of 

The Marquis of N. 
K 3 The 
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The inclofed to Captain Carlisle. 
Sir, 

juLs cowardice is not^ I hope, 
amongft the number of your vices, I 
fend you this honourable warning, that 
I (hall be within ten paces of Prudence 
Place at twelve o'clock this night, to 
pay you a double debt, the firft in na- 
ture of a money obligation, the fecond 
in recompencc for having debauched 
the wife of a friend. Your conduft 
would warrant affaflination : but I fcorn 
it. 

The Marquis of N. 
P. & 
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P,S. 

I have no dcfign to rob you of the 
Marchionefa. She is fighing for you 
where you placed her. If you exceed 
my appointment but a Angle moment, 
I will be in your houfe. My foul is 
determined. 

I»Lof N. 



LETTER 
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LETTER CII. 
Mifs D£ Grey to Mifs LA80£Lt£S. 



At length, my dear Mift 
XkASC£liZ<£S, the long line of imyfteries 
IS unravelled. Yes, my friend, tht 
caufe of your poor Lucia's ajixiety is 
now no longer problematical. Alas! 
it is made but too manifeft: \ So there 
IS an Italian attachment I find after all ! 
the warm heart of Captain Carlisle 
could not, it feems, remain infcnfible of 
beauty, blooming under fo bright a 
fun* Nay, his paffion, to do him juftice, 
is of the moft fafhionable kind. Atvife 
has been his objeft : to give him greater 
eclat— the wife of his/w/fi— 

Oh, 
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Oh, Mifs Lascblles, I have not 
patience to go on— Oh that I could 
find— that I could but have a Tingle 
glance of this all-accompli(hcd Marchio- 
nefs of N — 1 Thai is his dulcinea— > 
She muft be very handfome — (he mud, 
certainly, furpafs all the ladies on this 
fide the line — Heavens, Mifs Las- 
CBLLBS, what an angel fiie muft be ! — 
i muft be a — but why do I talk of fuch 
a deformity as myfelf ! The fupcrior 
•charms of the Marchionefs — Oh, Mifs 
Lascelles, that I could fee her!' 

But from whom do you fuppofe I 
received this illuftrious intelligence ?— 
even from the injured huft)and himfelf. 
The letter of the Marquis is' at this, 
minute before me. My eye, even- 
now, fixes upon that part of the epiftlc 
where— 

Oh,. 
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Oh, Mife Lascelles^ however me* 
rited the vcngcanee which I now per- 
ceive hanging over the head of Gar* 
LISLE » his life is> ftiil predouft tx> mc^, 
and I mtifl make an effort at lead to 
prevent the mifchief— I thought him,, 
my friend, the very Tuior of Tnuby, 
inftead of which, I behold him the 
Preceptor of Infamy — yet — for his- 
fife— let it be prefer ved,. that he ^may/ 

What meafur^ (Hall I take ? There 
is no time for choice or deliberation—* 
a few hours only are between Captain^ 
Carlisle and Death 1 — Death 1 — 
Death! — Oh,.Mifs Lascelles, I am. 
diftraded! 

Lucia De Grev^. 



LETTER 
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LETTER CHI. 

Captain Carlisle to G. Lascell&s, 
Efquirc. 

;(Seot previous to his knowledge of the 
Marquis's arrival.) 

^ucH is my joy fince this 
^happy alteration in the poflure of af- 
fairs at Prudence Place, my Lascell^s^ 
that it is impofllble for me to leave it 
.^ain till the lovelieft of women is firmly 
and irrevocably mine, I have fixed in 
my mind Saturday nexjt for that bleflbd 
change in my condition i againft which 
time I could wifh to prefent the lovely 
Lucia De Grey with certain little 
elegancies that might (hew iviy atUniion^ 
though they can never add any thing 

to 
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to the graces of ber per/on. Do you 
then, my friend, be my agent upon 
this occafion. het yotp" tafte be con- 
fulted, and give mine the credit of it. 
I inclofe you an order for five thoufand 
pounds, and I recommend you by a 
line to a perfon who bath a better mecba- 
nical knowledge, than you or I, of the 
true water, and intrinfic excellence of 
diamonds. This bulinefs muft be done 
immediately, and you are not to forget, 
that in doing it, you oblige Lucia De 
Gre^y, at the time you oblige 

Clement Carlisle. 



. LETTER 
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LETTER CIV. 
Mifs LtfciA De Grev to Mifs Las- 

CELLES, 

Who, Caroline, can fay 
unto mifery, thus far thalt thou go and 
no farther P I am more compleatly a 
wretch than ever. 

Soon after I had fent away my laft, 
Carlisle came to pay me the compli- 
ments of the day. He paid them with 
the beft diffcmblcd tendcrnefs you ever 
faw. He congratulated bis heart upon 
the return of its tranquillity — He took 
my hand, and carried it with a zeal 

Vol, IL S which 
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which any woman ' might have takf^ 
for real, to his lips. He even talked, 
with blooming cheeks, upon the day of 
marriage : he pretended that he fufiircd 
unutterable tilings by delay. He faid, 
he Ihould iiever 6e happy till I was his. 
He abfolutely carried tkc cruel JQke fo 
far as to alTert, he had cpmmiffidfied 
your brother to purchafe decorations 
for the joyful day ! , . . 

This feeoied a proper oppprtuoky »> 
draw up the curtain, and difootrw the 
firft fcene of his farQe. Qh whtt a 
dialogue ! 

^^ i think, Mr. Carlisle, you 
wrote fome letters to my father from 
the houfe of a Marquis <^ N. duripg 
your rcfideoce at Rook V* 



£€ 



I did, 
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'• I did, Madtm^l 4ld» my dear 
Lucia.'* 

♦ 

. ^^ You fpoke, I chifikt occaQonally, 
pf iJieMorchtonefs bii luidy f '* 

** I did. She is a charming woman* 
'Sxoepc LtciA Di Guar, I nev«r faw 
a lovelier/* 

^* •fthaw, your exception is a Bat- 
tery. Isthcfeiaible?'* . 

•• She is, beyond imagination/* 

•* You were upon very good cerm% 
no doubt ?*• 

^* The bcft in the world. I have 
iat the whole evening converfing with 
her upon fubjefts even of fcicncc/* 

S 2 ** A learned 
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** AleartiedLwiythtt^l" 

*^ Rather accompli/bed than learned: 
(he wants, however, that gentiehefs 
which diftinguift^s the lovely Lucia 
De Grey," 

" You left hcr^ certainly, with regret?" 

i J V 

** Had it not been for Lucia De 
Grey, whoni I fondly expeAcd'to feei 
it might have been To." 

^^ Is (he (till at Rome, Captain Car- 
lisle ?•• 

** I fancy not, Lucia. The Mar- 
quis vifics in Rome, but his home is 
Paris. Though the Marchionefs her- 
felf is a native of England, and I had 
the pleafure to revive her acquaintance 

with 
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with her own language fo mucb, that 
(he now fpeaks it as fluently as th* 
French and Italian.'* 

*^ Thofe were agreeable utea-utes. 
Pray did (he never cxprefs any defirc to 
fee her native country ?" 

?• Oh often — almoft every hour.** 

^* Was it not incumbent on your 
potitenefs, Cl£mbi!it, to. o&r them 

^^* I did; but the Marquis wasjobliged: 
to take a journey to the interiol: part of 
Italy/* 

'< T-he Matxrhidntffs accondpanied him 
hiin, libd«jbt?**i ' 

r' ■/ S3 •• No, 
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" No, fhe was ill at that time wi^h a 
cold, and did nor go with the Marquis.'^ 

** I proteft I fliould not hlave been 
furprized if fhe had, in fuch. dh ab- 
fence, played truant, and come over 
to her native country with you, Ctf-' 

MENT ?'* " 

** With me — Lucia — come over 
veith me — Whjr that, you kntow, would 
have been-T-a-j-a-r:'* 

" Like a woman of fpirit, that is 
all.,i>. J* xfere *fty now, Clembn't, 'if 
yi>u: wquld bdt confefs, dmihas^^ bctn 
the cafe." . '.: 

; ." How. ;iQaii „yol^ think. fq ?rriwhat 
reafon in nature have ytJu— rJCofr-tp-Tr:^ ! 
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•* Why, not much reafon, indeed; 
but a billet, which I received this morn- 
ing, mentions a Lady that, in feme 
degree, allowing for the alteration, as 
Mr. Henry Hxwson fays, anfwers the 
defcription of the Marchionefs." 

*VMay I — may I beg permiflion 
to perufe your billet, Lucia ?— Is it 
from—" 

" *Tis from a quite new correfpon- 
dent \ and, by-the-by, there is a fmall 
inclofure for you. Here are both." 

. I gave him, Mifs Lascelles, the 
Marquis's letter. 

.•* It is very true, Mifs Db Grey," 
faid he, without any emotion, after 
rp^ding them, *^ that the Marchionefs 
is at prefent under my protedlion j and 

it 
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it is true alfe that &e caifie to England, 
though not wkh mt^ very ibon after 



mc," 



«* h it? thin tftfc Mar^tKs IS' nbt 
angry withtmt caufe?** 

" It is a paihfiil circtimftante to re- 
late, my dkr LifCiK thOttg;h thcrt iH 
no guilt on either fide. You w3I ti^ 
cufe me on the fubjeft. I beg you will» 
fofr a few hours, keep the matter From 
Mr. p£ GiiEY, and all the reft of the 
family. I'lhaft certkinJy wait tipon the 
Marquis, and accojnmodate every thing. 
Sfhe^isftill worthy of his affb^ion.^ 



>t 



V 



. Did you ever, Caroline^ fee jguiU 
CMfeJed^ daxixA wich fo high^ hand? 
He is fo habhua^ed, I ifuppofe; to crimes 
of this nature, tn hi^ [falian e^rinexiOiH^' 
that he thinks nothing ef it. ^Tis,- iii 

his 
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notion> I dare fay, an innocent free- 
rif and not feduftion. Was there 
rr (o compofed a libertine ? He has 
t made-his^ bbW) without any other 
t of diforder, and walked ofF.^Let 
n flgh'lf, Caroline I let him fall— I 
« the fight of him — I— I — I— oh, 
MGbdi my God| what a wretch I 



Lucia Db OriIt, 



LETTER 



* ' - • ' "... 

From the Sftme ta th«,£ 

4iflLa,CA»telKl,C 

I renounced the barbarous n 
I (huddered at the horrid ides 
JMN.T; C^RiJSLEfs death. ' 
.ment have I fcnt the inclofc 
ungipnerous man. I wait the 
anguifh inexpreflible. 

Adieu, 
Adieu 
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[Thejnclofcd.] 

From Mifs De Grey to Captain Car- 
lisle. 

Sir, 

1 CONJURE you to preferve 
your life, or at leaft not to rifque the 
lofs of it. Do not meet the Marquis. 
Ah, what have I faid ? Have I re- 
commended cowardice to my — to— -to 
Mr. Carlisle? Yet, what can courage 
do to the man of confcious guilt ? it 
can, at belt, only aggravate guilt by 
precipitating death to the man who 
it ftlwidy wronged. I charge you to— 

to— 
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to — I know not what to fay to you, 
Captain Carlisle. You have mur- 
dered the peace of the unhappy 



Lucia De Greyv 



■■. T. 



LETTER 
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;. .LETTER CVI. 
From the Same to the Same. 

XX E will go, Mifs Las- 
2ELLES — He talks with firmncfs and 
:he cocleft fortitude of his innocence. 
He even accufes me of an unkind 
fufpicion. He bath that pbilofophy of 
affurance, if I may fo call it, to con- 
front convidion. Yet, I am chcared 
at the idea — Ah ! if it fhould indted be 
poffible for his avowed innocence to ai> 
pear — if it fliould indeed be polTible— 

Alas ! it is not poffible. Is (he not 

under bis proteSlion? Is (he not the 

handfomeft woman in Ualy? Is not 

' Vol.li. T her 
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her bufband at hand to take vengeance 
on the fcduccr ?— 

But yet, who knows what foftening 
circumft^ntes may at Jength.turn out, 
on the fide of Mr. Carlisle— In the 
mean time he may, |)erhaps^ fall a 
vidlim to appearances-^Oh, what agony 
befets me on either fide !— i*Why, Ca- 
roline, doyoo not write to the wretched 



Lucia De Grey? 



LETTER 
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LETTER CVII. 
from the Same eo the Same. 

JL t ftrikei ten o'clock-— We 
re juft rifen from fupper. Carliilb 
i the honours of the table (my fa- 
;r choofing to fup in his room) with 
much grace and compofure as ever, 
e was neither moredeje£led nor elattd 
m ufual ; and he behaved to me, as 
an upbraiding fentiment haS never 
ft between us. He was drelTed in his 
w regimentals — His Colonel's com* 
(Hon is come down. I think- 1 never 
\t him look fo lovely— He fays it 
ms awkward to be callcd.Coloneh 

T 2 SuKcIy. 
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Surely he muft — he mujl ht innocent, 
and if he is — O, Heavens ! he is gone 
ouc of his room : I heard his door 
fliut — Excufc me, Caroline, I muft 
not lofe fight of him« li he goes, I 
have a foreboding that he will fall— 
What then remains for your 

LVCIA Dx (sABY? 



. P. S. 

I dafe not acquaint my father. 



LETTER 
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. LETTER^ CVIIt. 
Mr Lascellbs to Mr. Heathcoate. 

A H E obftinate Marchioncfs 
hath reje£bed atl nourishment till this 
dayy with a pertinacious vtolence and 
rcfolution peculiarly her own. I was 
alarmed even for her life, and her death 
wotfld, at this conjun(5lure of affairs, be 
the mod: unfeafooable thing that could 
pollibly happen. This apprehenflon is 
removed by the receipt of the inclofcd 
billet— You will there fee the term* 
Upoti which (he requefled Carlisle's 
direAioA. Tou will fee too that it 
T 3 would 
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would have been impolidc in me, under 
fuch circumftances (and efpcdzUy as 
(he muft be too feeble to ftir abroad), 
to (land out with her. Befides this, I 
have her. under gtiard\ the trufty Ma* 
RVANNE will not fuffer a fecond efcape. 
The Marchionefs Teems much more 
compofed. She does not beat her 
beautiful bofom; (he does^nqt loudly 
lament her fate as before : the maid is 
this moment pafiing my room, in her 
u ay to the apartment of my poor fick 
Caroline, with aflurances of Au- 
gusta's tranquillity — Thus far, there- 
fore, there is a treaty betwixt me and 
agony. But this is only guarding againft 
the enemy in one quarter, whik one is 
more open to his attack in another. 
Jhe Marquis is certainly hovering 
about~Perhap8 he is gone down with 
the f>yord of ,ltaKant:taught .revenge, 
. , even 
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even to Prudence Place ; upon chat fup- 
pofition the utmoft confufion, if not, 
the mofl: complicated death fucceeds: 
upon that fuppoflciori too, I am not 
fafe in this houfe a moment. I know 
«ot what to do f Jet me think a little. 

George Lascelles: 



[Tiic 



. Line inclQled.] 
From the Marchioncfi' to' 

CELLOS. ^ 

4 HE Marchionefs 
quite eafy, and will fubmit 
greateft patience to her confin 
Mr. Lasc£LL£S will give her 
written teftimony as may be co 
that the perfon of Carlisle 
imminent danger— If it is in ds 
Marchionefs will never more 
her whole life, complain, if S 
CELLES will warn that gemlem 
I real (ituatipn by forwarding 



L> 
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To Captaia Carlisle. 
Sir, 

V/nb whom it fcems you 
ietiji^ and who is, in your opinion, a 
wanUiui takes this method of informing 
jrou, that, while you irontinUe fti- 
England, your lifi is at a hazard froni 
the Marquis of N. As you value tbac^. 
therefore, go immediately to fome place 
of fafecy, where you arc not the objcft 
ofian afladin. You will think I ath' 
finopre in this CQUnfel, when I. further 
inform. you that the chamber df Au« 
GUSTA would be the only part of the ' 
world, where the tcndcrncfs of. that 
foolilh wanton, dare not now yrifli youv 

Augusta N * * */ 
LETTER 



LETTER a 
Mr.LAScwtMtoMr.Hii 

•L^XTflonundefpati 
WW mixiiB of the long, 

" ThewmcIio/tOHbyiiuy beluppy , 

Bfcfled be the hand of the 
^ maj he ever travel thr 
winter night in fccurity, for 
me fo many cordjak. . Oh^ 
COAT,, howr infinitely are c 
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To Captain Carlisle. 
Sir, 

V/nb whom it fcems you 
ftejl^ and who is, in your opinion, a 
^iMips,' takes this method of informing 
DU9 that, while you Continue in' 
Ingland, your lifi is at a hazard from 
le Marquis of N. As you value that^ 
lerefore, go immediately to fome place 
f fafety, where you arc not the objcft 
f!an aflaOin. You will think I am- 
pccre in this couniel, when I further 
iformyou that the chamber of Au« 
uaTA would be the only part of the 
rorld, where the tcndcrncfs of. that 
X)li(h wanton, dare not now wi(hyou, 

Augusta N ** *.' 
LETTER 
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LETTER CIX;. 
Mr. Lasckllss to Mr. Hxathcoats. 

JMi^r 00 man de^r^ fb atr-^ 
qpATi I let bim rather put bit truft i» 
this m^iuiD of ;tbe ibng, ' .. 

, . * ■ • • '. 

** Tkwretcliof to-day may beliappy to-mbtmr.* 

Bleficd be tbe barnl of tbe poftinaii» 
aful maj be ev^r travel through the 
wiatec night itx fccarity, for briogmg^ 
n3e fo many cordiafe. . Oh^ Hxatb« 
coATs» .boiiv infinitely iare our pains 
and pkafure9. dependent iipoir half a 
fheetof paper^ made legible by^lb in- 
fignificant a thing as a goofe's feather! 

* * Heav'n firfl taught letters for foxnc wretch's sud." 

But 



\ 
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ISut I have not time for either featt- 
tnent or poetry. Would you believe it, 
my friend ? all is yet quiet at Prudence 
Place. Carlisle's aftair with his Lu- 
x:iAgoes on fmoochly, and he has ab- 
folutely inciofed me an order for five 
thou&nd pounds to—- to — to-— what do 
you think ? — even to purchafe jewels 
for the day of marriage. Could I pof- 
fibly have a greater p/oof of nothing 
having yet happened refpeding the 
Marquis? — But on the other hand, this 
general quietus cannot much longer be 
ezpedted. We (ball certainly foon have 
a frelh alarm : the prefent calm I take 
to be only one of thofe which fuccccds 
one tempeft, and foretells another. Take 
my word for it» the clouds are* again 
colle£hnjg, and will again break, per*- 
hapt with more fury than ever— This 
then is the moment to ftrike fome mafter- 

flioke-^ 
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ftroke — This is tlic time to— to — foftl 
kt me again think a little. 



. In Continuation. - ; 

?V Deum, my friend, 51p Deum 
is found — it is found!— You and I areia 
curfed fituations. We have abfolutely 
elbowed ourfelvesout of every thing. 
Our very liberty is become fjrecarious j 
but our friendfhip has been as firm, as 
our condudt has been cautious, Wc 
have won and loft together. At prc- 
ient fortune is kind, and ' hath put 
into our hands /w tbaufand trumps. A 
curfe upon charaftcr, while we have 
thefe golden honours. - Now then, my 
friend, now while the odd trick is ours, 
let us repair all by one lucky hit. My 
fitter has a morfcl of independdncy, 
enough for the' fubfiftance of fuch a 

charaScr-*- 
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charaAer — ^The Marchionefs will, either 
by Hcavent or by her bufband, be foon 
provided for : Ca r lisle is rich enough 
tp;^.a fum.of 5000I.— Wc arc pOoir 
enough to find it accepable— You> un* 
der(h)i>d qM« Ail is^/7/ in my houfe— 
{ am gmng tq flip on a riding-dre(5«~ 
I ihaU define to fee you ia the faoie fitu- 
itfiortQXiflJyat 

Mi r r- • ' *'' ' ' 

; PeaoCf— peace I by. Heaveo, Hbath* 

COATB9 it is not yet.too late to improve 

jotir. wiaiiing cards four-fold* "^ It is not 

]tp» \m (0 ttbfervc nniy appoiftttncnt wifb 

Sir. Aw.D^KW. 'Law iUrcjIcwr hor&s 

will carry mc to the ^ge of the vil- 

lag^t ac leaft an hoyr be^re the.ap- 

poiot(pcnf:: in hatf ithiaj .finie,I will 

,ctqnwyes Cccretparljf iwifh^^jr Ai^ps^pw;, 

and make .^it^.hinj ii^sx^t)^\of'§%]^ 

•jngt ^3 (hall not only purfe-draw^ but 

irafi-drav) him. Here is one of the 

;^,iyo|.,:U- U tribe 
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tribe of Benjamin, who will give me 
Mid monies' -for hi$ flimfy '• paper, 
HBATHCOXn. i Thefe preliminaries 
keing fettled, ite ^ifU aatur^tly-Ieav^ me 
in expeAaticm of the fxtttle-loying 
Mbdway ; and irt that moment^ mf 
Smadj will I*^^ut huihj as Mudway 
fays, ija* noifck*-Leave -every tiling tA 
me. Be ready. I flniU- put this letter 
into the office, where I take chaife, and, 
if occafioa kies fit, ihali difpatcb others 
upoa the 'road, or ev^n by efpeciti mei^ 
iengers^ foif you Icaow how i a& iii a pbL 
Adieu^Mlftiall^^itfs this with myieal 
^d bel^e'<-^Adtfeii-^I oduid not hdp 
liftening Bt AvgvsIta*s door-^ll quiet 
there — CAktOuns almdl fnores'— Ma«- 
UTAHNt winks in tier wicker chaii^-«I 
have^/if^/ thcf hcKati; Itisltindreihril, 

, ^ ' Adieu. 

LETTER 
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. LETTER ex. 

ThrMarchionefs of N * * * toSignora 
■ at Rome, 

Xj e it iufficient apology to 
you for my late filence, that 1 tell you 
I have been a prifoner till within this ' 
hour, without the privilege of getting 
a letter to the poft. Such is the coor 
fequence of following the fortunes of 
the man you love. But on this fubjeft 
I can fpeak no more. My ftrength is 
almoft gone, and yet I am fetting out: 
for a journey — The -horfts are putting 
to the carriage. It is not to ^ome. Ic 
is not to Paris — No, Signora,* it is to . 
the iretreat of Captain Carlisle. Yes, 
my Viola, I have at length obtained 
V 2 his 
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his addrefs, his real addreis, and I am 
going ac full Ipeed to make ufe of 
it — Be not ftartled, my friend — I fct 
out wich no hoftile defign. — My violent 
"wilhes for revei^e are all cqmpoied 
now their objed is in my power — In 
ffty power, Viola ? oh. Heavens, Car- 
lisle is in the Marquis's power — Even 
now ferbaps there may be an horrid in- 
tervicw-r-My blood, runs cold at the 
thought -f- Oh that the horfes were 
ready! — They are — they ^e/ — The 
poftilion opens to me the door — I will 
ukic the unBnifhed letter in my pocket-— 
4 will pay double — double^ Viola ; I 
. Avill pay an hundredfold for my fpeed— 
the life— the precious life, of Carlijk is 
in danger-— I am gone— 

In Continuation. 

There is five minutes flop to change 
horfcs — the other poor faithfiil crea- 
tures 



THE TUTOR OP TRUTH. 221 

turcs are panting before me — I take 
up a very bad pen to tell you, that, 
jthpugh i am now cravclliog in the 
night, and that a dark one, I travel as 
a man) and am not without arms. Join 
with me; Viola, to blefs the name of 
Mary ANNS — To a poor rreaturc fg 
called am I indebted for at lead the 
chance of faving the lovcKcft of men-^r 
the chana I oh,^ my God, is it then 
reduced to a, chance? — to a bare pro- 
bability? I would fooner have every 
other work of nature annihilated, than 
that the leaft mifery (hould happen 'to 
Clement Carlisle — Ah I Signora, . 
that the Marquis of N. had been fuch 
a;iman!— I am fummoncd — the letter, 
muft not;'^/ be fent away Adieu. . 



U3, In 
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In Contiootion. 

We arc changing' igtitt — birt I am 
always fomewhat the latlef^ as there is, 
it kcmsj a gentleman travelling with 
equal fpeed, the fame road, and be 
foreftalls the fwifteft horfes. Perhaps, 
Signora, it is th^ Marfuis — Perhaps 
every turn of his carriage-wheels pre- 
cipitates the fate of niy^ Carlisle— 
oh horror — horror !^— oh that the horfes 
had wings inftead of feet ! — Thank 
heaven they look fleeter than my laft— 
They are pawing, and champing the 
bit proudly before me— I fhed tears of 
joy at the fymptom — I move on wards— 



In Continutiom 

Ah? Signora — Signora, I am agi- 
tated by ten thoulknd fears— The pcr- 
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fon, who is going To furioufly before 
me, proves to be Lascelles*— The 
maid who releafed me from my prifoiv- 
chamber told me he was gone a differenc 
road — What can be the meaning of 
this ? — I have all along defcribcd the per- 
fon of the Marquis, but have received 
no liccount that anfwers — Perhaps he 
may be yet tracing bis enemy, as he 
calls him, through the ftreets of Lon- 
don, and I n>ay dill be fo happy as to 
prcferve him — Oh, Viola I what a 
charming thought! 

The pen and ink is with me in the 
chaife— -You mud difpenfe with a hand- 
writing fcarcely legible—^ 



:I keep at proper diftance from the 
canriiftge o£ Lascelles^ hav« bribed 

niy 
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my poftiKon into implicit obedience-^ 
Money feeais to do every thing in this 
oouDtry— 



Oh Heavcns,< Viola ! we ai:e in tho 
middle, of the laft ftage—LASc^BLLES 
iocrcafes his pace- — How (latjtl I obcaio 
aa interview with Carlisle ? Sh^li L 
drive diredWy to the houfe and require 
an audience? Shall I carry to him ter- 
mor in my look, and infifl: upon bdng 
heard ? 

Ah, no, SIgnora— Let me not, now 
that all my unhappy enthufiafm for re- 
venge is over — let me not interrupt the 
fcheme of J07 that is- carrytng on be- 
twixt him and a worthy woman — Why, 
poor innocent! ihould her pgffion he 
dcftroyed by mine ?— Zfe^V is regular'*-^ 

chafte, . 
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chttft^, corrcft, confiftent—jiv never 
inientwtalfy chttttd with the unfortunate 
Marchiohefs of N * * * 

No, Viola, I will never difturb the 
gentle bofom of another woman, whom 
I know to be guiltlefs^Let them be 
happy, Signora — Let them be huppy— 
I Ihall be in my grave. 



I have come to a refolution, Viola ! 
I will difcharge my carriage before I 
enter the town, and then wrapping 
myfelf up in my coat, walk on, till 1 
.enquire out fome inn or open houfe— - 
There will I wriie my fears, and fend 
them to Mr. Carlisle. If his anfwer 
mentions his fafety, and his intention to 
remain fo, I will then return to — aK, 
whither, Signora— I have no houfe— 
no fortune— no hulband— no friend — 

- And 
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And flull } d^ff^rt; without even feeing 
him? — Hard— a very hard trial forme, 
Viola ! oh, what feelings opprefs me!*- 
No matter— no matter — My fatal love 
has already en^wgered his precious life, 
and if I can now fave him, I will be 
content to fu£%r« 



Lascelles paid off Ills chaife before 
me— We ftopt within a quarter of a 
mile of the village — I faw him deftend— 
he walk'd brifkly on— I haftened to 
<lifcharge my account— faw bqth the 
fc^rjriages refurrf h6m(^wardi and pre- 
pared to fellow Mr. Lascelles — I wifl- 
fdlloW bis fteps precifely, unlefs they 
lead direftly to Mr. Carlisle, and 
delicacy (hall prevail,* though the facri- 
ficc were to kni me. 

Ha! 
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Ha ! the poftman blows his horn — 
he paflcs me— he takes my packet, thp* 
his bagsarf lealfd— I pay for his civi- 
lity — Uppn the chance' cf my letters 
getting to Rome^ I make. ufe. qf the 
wafer I have iii my pocket, and* fefla it 
away. 

r- M ;. •»;[:. • itJ 

r.'-' '- '■ .: • Ob l-r*JFase.welJL 



'ji 



LETTER 
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LETTER .CXI. 
Mils De Grby to Mils LascjbLles. 

aJL £ is gone, Mifi Lascelles, 
he is gdiar.'- ^ffaw him move with the 
moft referved fbps towards the green 
lane that leads to the horrid icene of 
rencontre. 

I am refolved to purfue him^ let the 
coniequence be what it will. 

Your 

L. D. G. 

LETTER 
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LETTER CXIL 
j^rom the Same -Co the Same. 

Wever furcly, Mifs Las- 
^ELLEi, was any fcene fo complicated 
with horrors and furprifes, as that to 
which I have jufl: been a wicnefs. I 
mtitc now in the deepeft diflrcfs, and 
Hn a houfe of general mourning. In 
the firfl: place, Mifs Lascelles, your 
brother is no more — the fair but un- 
liappy occafion of his death is alfo 
near her end, and the hufband is almoft 
^iftra&ed. Ah, my Caroline, how 
i tremble 1 

But it is necel&ry for me, however 
painful, to proceed to the minuteft of 
this horrid bufinefs. 

Vol. IL X I traced 
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I traced Mr. Carlisle, unobferved^ 
till he came within view of the fpot. 
I heard fomebody advance from behind 
a tree. It was the Marquis of N * * *. 
It was too late to difcover myfelf, or 
to hope any thing from entreaties. 
They joined, and walked together. I 
went tremblingly behind. Carlisle 
told the whole hiftory of the unfortu- 
nate Augusta. He attributed the 
whole to frolic : he protefted that (he 
was ftill under the mofl: facred pro- 
tedion at the houfe of Mr. Lascellcs 
jn London. He pleaded a thoufaod 
apologies — Pledged hinafelf for her 
fidelity. The Marquis would fcarcc 
fuffer him to finifh a (ingle fentence 
without interruption: be is the moft 
beadftrong man in the world $ he exe- 
crated Carlisle as a feduceri he even 
reprobated him as a cowarJ. He in- 
Med upon taUng hi$ life, if it was not 

immediately 
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rmmediately defended. He flrode on- 
ward CO meafure the ground. 

•^ A little ftrthcr on then. Sir," faid 
he to the Marquis, *^ this is not a pro- 
per place for our, in my opinion, very 
unneceflary bufinefs. — Behind yonder 
Koufe is a heath, the clafh of our 
weapons will not there be heard .'^ 

I was ready to expire, my deareft 
Mifs Lascelles, at every ftep, and^ 
with very great difficulty efcaped ob- 
fervation. 

" If it muji be fo, Sir,"^ continued 
Carlisle, " this is the fpot.** 

At this moment; Mifs Lascelles, 
we heard a confufed murmur of voices. 
The founds came from the other (ide 
of a fmall plantation of £irs. 

X 2 " Stop, 
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" Stop, Sir/* cried the Marquis— 
*^ no witnefles — all foir play, if you 
pleafe ; I do not mean to aiTaflinate 
you^ CarliJUv nor fliall you ailaffinace 



me/* 



They both went on the other fide of 
die plantation — The moon fliot fortlf' 
her ray at the very inftant of entering^ 
and as if Providence deSgned it fo, her 
beams were beyond^omparifon bright— 
Oh earth and heaven, what a fcene wa» 
opened upon us from removing this, 
curtain of darknefs h 

hi one part we beheld the perfons o£ 
Mr. Medway and Mr. Lascelles, as. 

it proved to be, (landing upon the de- 
fcnfive. In another ftood the figure of 
zjiripling leaning penfively againft a fir, 
as if he were unengaged in the combat^ 
yet chofe to be a fpcftator. At a fmall 

diftancc 
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d^ftanceCyet not fufflciently near to be 
diftinguifhed for the perfons they really 
were) cluftered another groupe, as if 
they^ wHhed' racher to fee, than to be 

** Confufion,'* faid Medwav, " we 
are difcovcrCd# If \ knew by vfhom^ I 
would annihilate him — Hal'* continued 
be, looking in the face of his antago- 
nift,» " by Heaven, this is not Sir 
AwDREW Flight." 
^ .1 . . 

. **^ I am his friend^ Sir,** faid the 
cither, " and I choofe to fight for him— • 
Gurfe on the moon- beams I'*-— 

" Good God,** cried Carlisle, by 
this time come near enough to recog-- 
nize him : " Is it my friend Lascelles, 
whom I behold?*'* 

X 3^ ''Carlfjler 
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*' CarHJkP'^ cxdaimcd. Mjr. La^ 

CELLE5T-" IsityOJU?" ; . . 

"Come, Sir,** feid thfe JMUrquil 
eagerly, •* no trifling — my time is. 
precious/' 

CARtisLE drew hi»fword. 

** Oh, ohy huih^hufh*'-^ faid 
Medway, " foftly— if that's the cafe — 
no noife : we are all come upon the 
fame errand," I find. Advance thenii^ 
every n^an his bird, and there's ab end 
of it. As to Sir Andrew, I wili 
chaftife him for bimfilfj and in the mean 
time, as you think fit to reprefent him, 
I will chaftife you for meddliDkg in the 
quarrels of a fool — Come on,. Sir/^ 

He fired his piflol in a^ moment: 
Mr, -Lascelles exchanged the falu- 

tation 
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tatioa— They were preptWTOg again— 
The Marquis and CARLms began to : 
parry. 

Mn Lascelles feeing this^ eagetly 
threw down his^ piftol : 

.'^ Stopi ftop, for HeavenV fake 
ftpp,'*^ laid he to the Marquis — ^* touch 
not— l}fc not your arm againft Caii* 
i4is|LB» I charge you— Here, Sir-— hcra 
into this bofom direA your vengeance— 
'Tis I; Marquis, I have been the caufe 
of all your misfortune.** 

There was no time for expoflulation : 
Mr. Lascelles caught the fword from 
the hand of Carlisle, and infifted upoa 
Jfrjt engaging with the Marquis. 

Car{.isle was without arms. Med- 
WAY haftened to arm him. The Mar- 
quis 
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qui$ rufhed upon him,., without regard- 
ing Lasc£ll£-8.' 

Lascellbs again threw hiiiifelf bc- 
fbre CARi>isLS9 afid even puttied vi- 
goroufly at the NTarquis. He was ar 
length provoked to begin with your 
brother^ nvy dear Mifs* Lascblles. 
The very firfl: thruft of the Marquis^ 
was £ital^ for thfe weapon pafl^d thro* 
i9ie 'fide of Mi*. Lascelles into his 
heaft. Th6 Marquis received a woiind' 
alfo in exchange— • 

Your brother had fcarce fallen, be- 
fore the ftripHngi, ' whom the other ob- 
je6ls' had prevented from more notice* 
(and who had, indeed, retired farther* 
off upon feeing us) now came forward' 
in a feeble manner, and fell upon the 
ground almoit at. the feet of the Mar- 
quis^. 

,** Defift>. 
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*« Defift, defift," faid the poor thing, ^ 
in the mod piercing tone in the world*— 
" dcfift from farther altercation — Here 
lies, at the point of all her wifhes, the 
unhappy caufe of———" 

The fentence was* left unfinifiied, for 
i^e fpeaker of it fainted away. 

Ob, Mifs Lascelles^ it war the 
Marchionefs of N * * * in difguifc— • 
She had raifed her own beautiful arm 
ftgaioft her own ch^rniwg boibm.^^ Xh<|» 
point of a.faiall fword was flili fticking 
there. 

I ran to her relief. 

The Marquis ftood fi«ed jm horror^. 
butftiUJooMMlep... 

Mbpwav 
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Medway was gone. 

Carlisle was agonized by the moft 
divided attentiom 

The Marchionefs appeared to be ex- 
piring—She requefted to be carried to^ 
Las'cbllbs, who was in the fame 
fituation— 

It is too bard a tafk f6r me, Mifs^ 
LascelleSi to recount to you. the 
dreadful particulars of this pathetic^ 
fcene. * It is incumbent upon me, how- 
over, to obferve, that fuch circum- 
fiances appeared on the part of your 
brother by his own dying confefllon^, 
that, as it is impofTible for his life to 
have been happy, you will the lefs la- 
ment'him. Touy however, my dear Mifs 
Lascellbs, he cleared from every im-^ 
putationthat might, in confequence of 

thefe 
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thefc difcovcriea, have been thrown upon 
you — Hcconfeffcd his error— -he bathed 
the lovely hand of poor Augusta 
with his laft tears. He received her 
forgivenefs — As for the Marchionefs 
herfclf— Oh, Mifs Lascell bs— words 
can^ive you no idea of her lituation. 

She was tremblingly fcnfible to every 
thing — She looked tenderly at me, and 
gave my hand to Carlisle. 

She gave .it as (he lay bleeding be- 
fore us — We conveyed her to Prudence 
Place. Her hufband is not even yec 
convinced of his cruelties, yet ihe ki/Ted 
hifi hand— She wondered not, ihe faid, 
at Carusle's preference. 



Superior beauty added to fuperior 
^...^e,*' faid (he, taking my hand, 
5« might well conquer.** 

Ak 



fC 

yirtue. 



V 
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Ah, -Caroline ! how I felt this flat- 
tery— It went through my very heart— 
My father wept over her— I never faw 
.a houfe of fo much mifery — Poor Car- 
lisle's condition was more touching 
than the reft— He execrates himfelf as 
the innocent caufe of all — The Mar- 
quis and he are now together — The 
Mafquis feems not to regard His wound, 
which is deeper than we imagined — 
yet he is not fo tender as he (hould'be 
to Augusta. Your brother is laid on 
Carlisle's bed — I faw him, a little 
while fince, take his lifelefs hand gently^ 
and turn away weeping. 

. ^* P«xr fellow,*' faid .he, afterward?^ 
to me, " the beauty of the temptation 
was greatr— his love of the dice may 
well account for all the reft. I loved 
him much-*Let hie failings excite no 

jother 
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other terror than that of making us the 
wifer for his example. 

Here, my Caroline, is a profpeft 
darkencd-r-Do not believe I can rejoice 
under fuch circumftances — Your bro- 
ther's corpfc wjll be — Oh, Caroline, 
thefe are hard fubjefts — I mull rcfign 
them to a firmer hand than that of the 
trembling 

Lucia De Grev. 



Vol. II. y LETTER 
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Mr. Mbdway to SirANPROw Flight. 
Sir, 

JL jj d* death hath been but 
too bufy in this houfe within thefe few 
hours, I cannot^bear to have a trick put 
upon me without punifhing the tricker. 
You impofcd upon me la ftranger, whom 
I might have fent to the fljades, with- 
out any right fo to da But you are yet 
in the land of the living, and I infifl: 
upon juftice. You fent a challenge 
with your own hand. If you do not 
^meet me this nighty hy the way of hu(h, 

without 
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without any noife, 1 will cane z coward, 
all the way from Prudence Place to the 
Duke of Downdcrdalc*$t 

Hud)— /vu vtitnprvhcnd m^i 



O. MlOWAV. 



T 2 LETTER 
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LETTER CXIV. 
Mr. De Grbv to Mifs Lascblles. 

Dear Madam, 

X HE tears that flowed from 
the eyes of Lucia, as (he bade the fer- 
vant carry a letter with your addrefs to 
the poft, conyince me, how fincerely 
fhe joins me in deploring^ the unhappy 
circumflances of Mr. LAscsLLEs's^death. 
Yet, what confolation can, in thefe 
cafes, be offered to you ? Notwithftand- 
ing your brother's miftakes in other re- 
fpefts, his fraternal afFedtion might be 
very unblemifhed : if fo, you will na- 
turally 
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tufaliy call a vtil of (^livioo orpr fuch 
pares of his charaAer as were concealed 
from you and his other friends, and you 
nquft lament that part of the mtsro]:tune 
which deprives you of a tender relation. 
Lucia's fociety, however, may aflift 
your fenfe, and fmoqth your path to 
that acquiefcence which muft be ob- 
tained. Come therefore, dear Madam, 
amongft us: or rather, prepare your« 
U^fo^ fuch^i jourttcy. It is not, me- 
thinks, advifeable to be here till after 
the prefent week. Mr. Lascelles, 
with his dying breath, bequeathed his 
remains to Clement Carlisle. He 
requefted that the legacy might be ac- 
cepted as a teftimony of Mr. Ca^lisle^s 
forgivenefs. He will perform his duty 
tp your fatisfadion. 

Our fituacion is too painful at this 

trnA-fbr'me to proceed. But let it 

X 3 ^ 
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be confidered, for indeed the poet is 
right, 

•• Qaronly leflbn is to learn to faffer, 
And he who knows not that, was bom for 
nothing.*' 

I am fincerely your's, 

, Robert De Giuy. 



LETTER 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 247 



LETTER CXV. 
From Mifs Di Grey to Mifs Las- 

C£LL£S« 

W HATE peculiarity of dif- 
pofition marks the Marquis of N * • *! 
Though his wound, which he received 
from your brother, is become more 
alarming, he infilled upon being per- 
mitted to go into the apartment of the 
poor Iangui(hing Augusta at a very 
vhfeafonable hour of the lad night. 
Carlisle difluaded him from this ; but 
foon after he again renewed the fubjeft, 
and was admitted. 

He 
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He (hut to the door, and fpoke to 
his Lady in a very ungentle manner. 
We were going to expoftulate with him 
upon the impropriety of this conduft, 
when he^eame but of the ^^ room, and 
told us, the MarchioneTs would be well. 
tHough to dej^rt iboli-i--Hc did ^6t 
ftay for any reptyoatbis ftrange intelli- 
gence, but ran down flairs into the 
ialoon, and from thence Ihio^thc Aable. 
He inCffted u^on bis bprfe,' on which, 
wnderpreterice of taking the air,"tlio^ 
lie was fcarce able to fit, he rode away 
at full fpe^d. He difturbed us, to enjoy 
ibiifVbUc, in the n;)iddle of the night; 
and lie has not been heard of firice. 
purely there never lived fo fingular a 
charaacF* 

Alas t the Marchionefs is by no tpeans 
in the recovering way the Marquis re- 
pitfented her. Though her wound was 

more 
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more promifing at the laft dreOing, her 
fever is rather increafed than abated. 
Yet fhe has never fpoken difrcfpedtfuUy 
of this ftrange hufband fince her illnefs. 
She feemed much relieved, however, 
at the news of his being gone. " Thin," 
fays (he, ^* I (hall die in peace : he will 
not come again to abufe me." 

How pathetically, my dear Mifs Las- 
CELLES, am I concerned for the life of 
this lovely woman !•— Do not believe I 
, counterfeit: I fpeak fincerely. Her 
condufb has a larger apology in the 
ti-eatment of fo barbarous a hufband. 
—Pray Heaven I (he may recover. 

Since I wrote this fentence, I, have 
been at her bed-fide, and (he cried 
out — " Oh, Mifs De Grey, how good 
you are ? — Violent as / have been—for 
Ji^hiclv T know you will forgive me— 

had 
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had I kmwA Mr. CARi.t^££*s LtrotA 
before, I am convinced m^ veneration 
for her would have cured mc I If I 
wifii to recover, Mudam^ it is only to 
ihew you my gratitude t indeed it isP^ 

Ok> Ciift«UNi, f h*t die may Kvv^ 
even though the MaM|iiii ii unwuftby; 
0f her» is the prayer of 

Your ; 

Lucia Di-Giuuri 



JLETTER 
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" ;: LETTER CXVI. ' 

Mr. Mjsdway ta Mr. Tqwnsenp, 



. jlT e r i*s pretty news for youl 
A rafcally Lord refiifes to give me fa- 
tisfadtion) and a villaihoqs Etaronet has 
writ me a challengp, ^nd run away with- 
out keeping his appointment. He 
wanted, moreorer, to have bilkM me 
fcy .a .reprefcntative, one Lascelles, 
who is killed by anbther haiid, juft as 
be was going to attack me for a fum of 
money, with a defign to fehd me to 
the fliadesy and make oflf. with the 
price of killing me. . There have, alfo, 
feveral other llrange things happenedt 
in this family of late. There is a 
wounded Marquis gone juft now bleed- 
ing 
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ing away : and his wife is upon ber, as 
I think, death-bed. For this laft mat- 
ter I am much concerned, as (he is, 
even now, a moft lovely young creature, 
and I hate, of all things, that young 
handfome women (hould die; though 
the Marquis, her hufband, has no worthy 
quality belonging to hini but his courage. 
I choofe to give up my pretenfions to 
Lucia. I choofe to.gjvc her to Car- 
lisle, becaufe fhe loves him, I find, 
better than me. I choofe to alter jny 
wiH in her favour. All thefe points are 
fo many touches of my humour. But 
sfi to this Baronet, I muft hunt * him 
every where on this fide Heaven, till I 
have him upon his knees. He made 
his efcape inglorioufly this morning, 
and indeed lurked -about the houfe like 
a fcout with a pale face, ever fince the 
death of Lascelles, his bravado. I 
will either pink him, or bumble him. 

Towns END, 
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Towns END, were he to take refuge 
under the hoop-petticoat of his aunt 
DowNDERDALE. I Will not bc tricked— 
Hufh — no noife. My honour muft be 
fatisfied another wayj the opportunity 
is at hand. I would not die with a 
debt upon my fword for the world. 
Hu(h~ 

O. Medway. 



Vol. IL Z LETTER 
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LETTER CXVIL 
From the Same to Mr. Gabriel Hew- 

Sir, 

You fome time ago brought 
a letter of aflignation from Sir A. F. 
who is gone off without either drawing 
his fword, or firing his piftol. Which 
of thefe do you choofe ? He being 
gone, the laws of honour require (in 
my idea) that you fhould reprefent 
.him — I muft therefore have a fliot, or 
a ftroke at you— Hulh. 

Ol. Medway. 
LETTER 
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LETTER CXVIIL 
From the fame to T. Townsend, Efq. 

Purely, Townsend, it 
is fated for me to be pcftcred with 
rafcals I I expected fatisfa£):ion from the 
cowardly fecond of the vile Sir A. F, 
and) behold you, I had no fooner in- 
timated my defign, than be took to his 
beels alfo^ and fends me the forry ex« 
cufe I inclofe to youn 

But, by Heaven, I will have thcto 
both on their knees yet — Hufh. 

O, Medway. 
Z 2 [The 
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[The Inclofed.] 

From Mr. Gabriel Hewson to Mr. 
Medway. 

Sombre-Hedges. 
Sir, 

JL HE iroftfuperlative degree 
of aftonilhment feized me at the receipt 
of your letter. As to Sir A. F.*s epiftle, 
I knew not its contents, and I do not 
find any law in my claflic oracles— 
Tully, Tacitus, and Pliny Junior, not 
forgetting the golden- ruled £pi£tetus, 
which ordains the fingle combat to be 
fought by the carrier of a challenge. 

Befides 
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Befides this, Sir, my authors tell 
mc, fuch battles are criminal, and that 
he who kills a man by the way of a 
duel fports with that eternity which he 
enters upon, without his commiflion. 
But you are a very fierce gentleman, 
and if the fage Socrates himfelf was 
to tell you, you were in the wrong, I 
do not doubt but you would ftigmatize 
the venerable feer as a coward. 

To avoid all thefe concuffions of the 
foiil and body, and to fly from a fcene 
which is no longer fit for a fcholar's re- 
fidence, I have betaken myfclf away, 
and fend this immediately on my]arrival 
at Sombre-Hedges. 

If I have unwittingly offended. Sir, 

be affured that I implore a thoufand 

pardons ; and that I may never offend 

again, be fatisfied alfo, that I will no 

Z 3 more 
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more put my head into high places, 
where the fuperior powers of .the food- 
ful earth are quarrelling in the face of 
day for want of other avocation. 

I am your*s, 

Gabriel Hewson. 



^ 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXIX. 
Mr. Medway to the Duke of Down- 

DSRDALE. 

My Lord, 

1 ou R nephew has run away. 
When I thought of giving him the 
meeting, I imagined him my equal-— 
that is to fay, I imagined him an 
honeft man, who is a prince's equal. 
But, within thefe few minutes, I have 
found him very much my inferior, and 
below my fword, by being — a villain j 
who not only hired a tool to fight for 
him, but had condefcended to lay plots 
for the deftruSiion of the fox which he 

ought 
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ought to proteH. This, therefore, is 
written to acquaint him, that I have, 
for the future, nothing to do with any 
part of him but his nofe^ which I (hall 
twift as nearly round as poffible, vhen 
I fee him. No noife. Let him keep 
his fecret, and no greater harm will 
happen to him, from the fupreme indig- 
nation of 



OtLY Medway* 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXX. 

Mr. Medway to Mr* Gabriel Hew- 

SON. 



Sir, 



i^Oi 



iLONEL Carlisle and 
Mr. Db Grey have interceded wich 
me to accept your apology \ you may 
therefore go fafely to bed in Sombre- 
Hedges, with Pliny Junior, although 
I have juft heard you were bold enough 
to write a letter to Lucia upon a certain 
fubjefl: at a certain time — Hu(h — you 
comprehend me. However, let that 
pafs. Read in a corner and keep at 
home for the future. 

You 
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You did mc juftice in fuppofing I 
would not take an affront from Socrates. 
By Heaven, I would not bt^ook a wrong 
iook fronni that Caefar who penned his 
own commentaries — no, not from Mars 
himfelf. Never make a noife, but let 
Hufi be your motto. ^ ^ 

O. Mbdway. 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXXI. 
'MKs De Grey to Mifs Lascelles. 

JNoT a word yet from the 
'Unaccountable Marquis, although we 
wifli very much to fend him news of 
his wife's furprifing change for the 
better. By the care of our excellent 
phylician, and by her own previous 
happy (late of health, her wound is 
healed within a few days to every body's 
aftoniihment. Her candid behaviour 
to me has engaged not only my at- 
tention, but my tendernefs. She fays, 
ihe loves Mr. Carlisle now, jufi: as 
much as ihe ought to love an amiable 

man 
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man who is to be the hufband of her 
proteftrefs. 

She never enquires after the Marquis. 

I am fummoned. Make yourfelf 
cafy for Heaven's fake, my Caroline— 
This requeft is not more at the heart of 
your Lucia, than at that of the beau- 
tiful Marchionefs, who fpeaks of you 
with a warmth of gratitude peculiar to 
her. Poor thing, I hope we fhall nurfe 
her up yet. 

Your 



L, De Grev. 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXXIL 

From the Same to the Same/ 

X HE occafion of my being 
fo foon called away from my writing- 
defk, while I was laft addrefling my 
very dear Caroline, was to be prefent 
at an interview betwixt my father and 
Mr. and Mrs. Hewson. 

They defined a few minutes converfa- 
tion with me and Mr. De Grey, in 
the library. They came hand-in-hand. 
They opened the defign of their vifit 
immediately. 

Vol. II. A a « Matter 



*<»»wuis, uuc 1 nave Had enoug 

high life : fo has Hbtt : we 

men killed, women woundec 

fighting, honeft men's wives a 

to be' 'baucbtd, and Lords ta 

without 'cafton. So in a fe^ 

Hett and I have 'fohed to | 

and live again at Skelter. A 

breedin, we'l make that out a 

we can. Better be unfUte, U 

Grev, than 'plite enough to cui 

throat, and '^«aw-fc/riend's wife 

vant. Matter De Grey, and Go 

you.** 

My father applauded this re) 
and without apy more ceremp 
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They are this minute adhially on their 
wayto Heltcr-Skeltcr-HalL 

The Marchionefg continues to iln* 
prove. But — fofc— There is 4 fervant^ 
juft difmounting from his horfc, whofe 
fiilcs give ftnoakin^g teftimony 9f thcf 
ridcr*8 erxpeJition. 

He is con^iog iat^o the boufe-^hiit^ 
look and f^Md alarm me. 



, In Continuation; 

Oh, Heaven,, my Caroline, the 
Marqqis of N * • * is no more. The 
meflenger delivered a lctt(^r to the 
Marchionefs which mentions his deaib^ 
Th& letter is from a relation of his in 
A a 2 London, 
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London, where he died — The wound 
being neglefted, turned to a irortifi- 
cation, and difpatched him in a few 
hours-^This obftinate man, it feems, 
fliewed his refentment even upon his 
death*bed, and bequeathed all his for- 
tune to a diftant branch of his family— 
Not a iingle guinea to his Lady — She 
read the letter with very little emotion, 
confidering what is faid to be his na- 
tural violence. But (he refolves to go 
diredly to London, feeble as (he is, 
and pay him the lad duties. She ha- 
zards the air too foon, but fhe perlifts. 
Carlisle fays,* (he i^ deprived of every 
thing by this ftroke, but a fcanty 
fointure. I ventured to touch upon 
this. She frankly faid, in anfwer, that 
(he had fufBcient fortune in the lofs of a 
cruel, tyrannical hufband ! 



In 
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In Continuation; . 

No intreaties -can prevail upon the 
Marchionefs to day. She declares (he 
is well. Her fever is indeed gone, but 
the Doftor fays, flie rifques a relapfe. 
She has paid to my father and me her 
parting civilities. They were terribly 
touching, Caroline. She fupprefled 
a figh as flie gave her hand to Car- 
lisle ; but fhe recovered herfelf, and 
with incredible rcfolutiqn got into her 
chaife, accompanied by Mr. Medway. . 

Pray come down to us immediately. 
With the different tranfitions from one 
affeding bbjedb to another, I am quite 
fatigued. I tremble for the Marchio-> 
nefs— I feel for you — I ami unhappy to 
thiiik .it ihauld be my fate to interfere 
A a 3 , with 



I 
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with the happinefs of another woman. 
Yet Clement is too dear to be re- 
flgned, and poor, frail human nature 
will prevail. 

Haften then to comfort die heart 
of 

Your 

Lucia De.Gaey. 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXXIII. 
Mifs Lascelles €0 Mifs De Grey. 

1 wave all remarks upon the 
dark palTagesof our late correfpondence, 
my dear MifsDE Grey i nor will I ad- 
mit any ftrokes of the deeply -wounded 
heart in this letter, which is oivly to tell 
yoU) that I (hall endeavour to be with 
you directly. I am ftricken very hard, 
it is true^ but I am (till 

Your own 

Caroline LAS€;jtLLSs» 

LETTER 
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LETTER CXXIV; 
Sir Andrew Flight to Mr. Heath-' 

COATE. 

Dover. 

jL siTprosE you know die tranf- 
afttoris'bf MEtowAY, Lascelles, &c. 
&c. il afti a ruined man-^Unde ba- 
nilfefcs rtie-^Mii»wAY ^tlktfatens ' ftve^ 
Have, ^^wev^r, received* Wlaftiupply, 
asAincle cafls k, with which I ftaft fet 
oflf for Paris — I ha;ve cre{)t here like a 
runaway— -the laugh is ag^nfl: me-r- 
Lascelles was a fad dog^-^However, ^ 
uncle may ftill come round, and till he 
does, liifewfll to 

Andrew FtioHT. 
LETTER 
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LETTER CXXV. 

Hdter-Skdter-Half. 
Mr. Henry Hewson to Mr. Gabriel. 

W B have gotten again to 
the Hall, brother Gab— fick to the 
ibuU of us of the p'liie things Hbtt, 
and I) never faw old Skelter look fo 
well in our Uves^^ What's btcter^ the 
old mdfs^ apd ftones hare not been yet 
aieddled with. Every thing was glad 
to fee us come wbome again— rDog 
Dafhgrove got grin into's feace,. juft as 
thof he was p'i^'/^^ and I ihufi ipaniel 
bitch would have loft tail .with wagging 
it at me. I took pointer out> and ha' 

Ihotten 
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fliottcn a, brace o'birds,^ half which I 
fend you by. carrier. Hett laft night 
made fiUabub, and milk'd crumple-horn 
herfelf — What do you think of that ? 
She nwiy hMi herfelf (he was not *Baucbed^ 
and you, that that fon of a gun Med- 
WAY did xiot pounce you*— There's doings 
indeed ! A curfe on't, a mah^ran neither 
k€ep^% life nor wife *moag your pV//^ 
geniu . ^ So' ffitteh- -foi' het$€rinoJi. fpecie. 
Afore I come away^ L tpld Mailer Dk 
GjtEt ia bit of my. mind. . And atwieen 
CMbrftiTis,- G<AB, why IbouM^jrou tnd 
Irr(go-tlilt of oitir/'wayv7tD^ooibe( fttel* 
of* ourfcflTes ? €j!RLiis^fi bv::td'beifdr^ 
*i good/42|dt^ but: as for .the rctfbb^ the 
patfk) 'tept^^Maftcr Dr GREYJ^^htifli-^ 
liiifli, as Midway fayy— Ncwrflir, if 
Hett ixA\ did notlic iw clovirJaft 
night. . We fbuggled togbiher *in old 
j^llowbed upon farmer^s fheet^of hdr 

own 



V 
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own working, and we got up better 
than if we had been ducked in dainty 
down of pHiter genii. WW morning, 
in canie neighbour Carter, Tim Trad- 
dleditch, Gcf. Geehup, and Walter 
Wake, and ga' the bells a bit of a 
gangle on the 'caflion. Upon this, 
I tapt harveft-becr. No. 11. left fide 
of Httle cellar, where cyder us'd to 
ftand, you know — Upon this, we ^vited 
neighbours wifes, and Abraham Amen, 
the clerk, and Davy Dipftick, the 'ciftt- 
man, and made a day out— -Sure as you're 
Mlive — for which God be thank'd— 
. H«TT and I told the wjiole ftory — Ner 
ver heard fo much laugh at the frolic 
in your life — ^When I come to talk of 
giving band at gutter-worky I thought 
old Amen would ha' gone into fterick^ 
-^and wJien I talkt 'bout Lord Btasr 
siNOBov&Ms's fticking out hinder part^ 

« A'cod,". 
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" A'cod/' cries Geff. Geehup, *« an 
I had been behind un, I i^ou'd ha' lent 
un fuch a Jiffhrarfij that his hinder part 
ihould ha* remembered me till Candle- 
mafe,** ' 

But to make fliort of the ftory^ after 

a deal more merriment, we cloied the 

whole affair by giving boys zbunfire*^ 

and what do you think we did — ? dafli 

my bed buttons, if we did not fend 

little black bag, toflficums, florrididdles, 

and all into the fire. So here ends the 

affair of the beUermoft fpecie — If you 

take my advice. Gab, you'll do fame. 

Come and make merry with us. As 

to our fortun: there is more ways than 

one to the wood. Let us help poor 

neighbours~-Let us buy bit o' land of 

one's own — Let us fet fatherlefs he or 

ihe up in buIinefs--*Let us put friendlefs 

people 
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people in a way — In (hort, let us do 
^ny thing but be pUite and good for 
nothing, Hett fays fo too. 

Your ever loving brother, 

Hbnry Hewson; 



,VoL. 11. B b LETTER 
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I.ETTER CXXVI. 

Sombre Hedges. 
Mr. Gabriel^s Anfwer. 

« 

X PERFECTLY approximate to 
finy beloved brother's laft fentiments, 
J fee plainly that a quiet corner, and 
philofophical foul are the beft of blcff- 
ings. Helter-Skclter-Hall cannot be 
more dear to you, than Sombre Hedges 
are to him who is thy tenderly frater- 
nally aflfedionate friend. I gave an en- 
tertainment laft night, without fixpence 
^xpence, to better fociety that ever were 
feen at Prudence-Place, if we except 
the Colonel, his guardian, and Mi6 
De Gjeley. Who, thinketh my bro- 

t]ier» 
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thcr, was at my banquet? Even fome 
of the greatcft men of all antiquity- 
Homer, Horace, Cicero, and Seneca— 
Such friends will I never more leave, 
tinlefs it is to viHt my relations at 
Heltcr-Skcltcr-Hali/ 

I will fuflfer the facred duft again to 
gather around my dwelling. I will 
^ain nurfe my frugal blaze, and trim 
my decent lamf) — 'I will ohce more 
plant the pen five yew, the oak 6*er- 
ihadowing, and the Willow grey-^ 
Fenffivie pleafures (hall again ^Jt mine» 
^nd thofe, who loVe ttie buftlhi^g 6£ 
the world, ih^)I fiot, if they zxtfinch% 
want a proteftor — Yes, Henry — ^ 
beloved Henry — I am now refixed for 
life — My old woman (hed a tear at my 
return— my cat rubb*d, fondling, her 
tabby fides againft me, and, if it had 
B b 2 been 
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been poflible^ my dog would have fpokc 
my welcome. 

Again are you addreffed by the dulky 
gentleman of Sombre Hedges, who is 
refolved to play no more the truant. 

: My bag (and other inftruments of my 
folly) I ihall not burn^ but I have fixed it, 
in the deeped diigrace, upon a peg op- 
pofite my ftudy, that it may ever be 
faying, or feeming to fay unto me—* 
Oh Gabriel, Gabriel, be contented 
with thy own hair, and the beft authors; 
though thou wert to be tempted by 
bags of gold inftcad of filk-^ 

Adieuy 

Gabriel Hewson. 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXXVII. 

Mr. Medway to Colonel Carlisle. 

(Dated two months after his departure 
from Prudencc-Piace.) 

Dear Colonel, 

Jl H A V E been the conftant 
companion of this charming widow 
ever fince we left your houfe. There 
is fomething about her that attaches me 
to her, but no circumftance fo much, . 
as that fhe has loft her fortune, and 
buried the fellow, who deprived her of' 
it, decently. I do not know how it is, . 
E b 3 but: 
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but (he has got a ftronger hold of my 
heart than ever your Lucia had. The 
plague of it is, I fufpeft, (he ftill likes 
you — yet I (truck a bold ftroke ycf* 
terday — ' 

Mark it.. 

" Haflii hu(h, Augusta,"' faid fy 
" it is not to be expeftcd that Olly 
Medway (hould pleafe your eye, after 
fuch a fine-formed fellow as Clement 
Carlisle, but he is engaged, you 
know — With refpcft to the Marquis, 
no noife, child, about him. He is not 
worth keeping terms of mourning with. 
—•I defpife the black cuftom of fecm- 
ing ta lament, when one ought to jump, 
for joy — Now the cafe (lands thus:. 
Can you behave well enough to Olly 
Medway, not to call him. at every, 

third. 
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third word,. Clement Carlislb? If 
you fay you don't love the faid Cle- 
ment, Ilhould hate you : but can you. 
take for a hufband a man who/ loves, 
him as much as you ought?** 

** I believe, for bis fake, and Mifs- 
De GreyW* replied (he, fighing, «« I; 
could.** 



ft" 



**• Hut what do you flgh for then ? 



** P*fhaw— will Mr, Medway com* 
ply with my terms ?'* 

** Nkmethem.** 

T 

** Will he reconduct me to the houfe- 
of Signora , at Italy ?** 



(C 



Nd. 
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" No noife—Shali I order a chaife 
to the door f " 

" Yes/* 

" Hufhr 

Damn it, Carlisle, fhe RgWd again^ 
But what a poor reduced rafcal I muft 
be ! I , like her well enough to take 
her any way. 

*^ You muft excufe,**^ faid flie,, 
" now and then a figh — Even Mifs 
De Grey did not frown at me for; 
that." 

Confufion, Carlisle, a tear, which 
I caught upon my lip, followed this 

remark. 



THE TUTOR OF TRUTH. 285 

remark. But what's a more childifh 
trick ftill, the water came ruaning from 
my eyes too* 

Willing to .get her a thoufand miles 
from Prudence-Place^ I am going to 
order a chaife. 

I know no more than you^ what 
will be the refult of it; but I will 
follow my- humour, were it to lead 
me to the end of the earth and the 
water. 

I received your two letters, but pray 
keep your money for other purpofes— 
There is no occafion to make the wo- 
man more uneafy by your damned 
prefents. 
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Her affiirs ate now mine : and whether 
file is ever nearer to me than (he is 
now, no man fhall dare to be het 
banker but 



Olly MedwayI 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXXVIII. 

From the Same to the Same. 

Rome. 

W E are with Signora i . ■ 
Augusta figh*d, for the firft fix hun- 
dred miles of the journey, every half 
hour — the reft of the way, pretty well. 
—I have been with her to all her old 
friends — I have trotted after a fair face 
like a chit 0/ nineteen — But fhe does 
not figh above once a week— She fuits 
my humour to a hair. I ihall ceruinly 
have her in a fhort time'— at leaft by the 
hand, and, if you don't interrupt me, 
perhaps by the heart. — Send word when 
you are married— That will be my cue. 
If you ever come to Rome, I will 

move 



r 
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move with the Marchionefs further ftill, 
and if you refolve to purfue me, I will 
cut your throat. I did intend to give 
my money to your Lucia, but I fhall 
now give it to nrf Augusta. Hufh — 
ril follow my humour. Hufh — I am 
a man of few words 5 and the Marchio- 
nefs loves me the better for it Unlefs 
you die, which I don't wilh, I will 
never return to England. No — no- 
Colonel, let us be good friends at a 
diftancc. No noife. 



OhiY Medway. 



LETTER 
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LETTER CXXIX; 

Colonel Carlisle to Mr. Medway. 

Prudence-Grten« 

J. H £ N all may again be welK 
Your letters charm me. Aucu^fTA 
will every day become more fenfible of 
Medway's merit, and her good heart 
will be wholly his. What a load is 
now removing from Lucia and your 
friend ! Felicity feems once more to 
be flying towards Prudence-Place— -Sir 
Andrew Flight has wifely decamped : 
Medway and the Marchionefs are in 
the way I moft wi(h them : the Hew- 

VOLt II. ; C C ^ SONS 
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SONS are got home — Mifs Lascelles. 
is fo far cotnpofed to confent to live 
with her Lucia : and Mr. De Grey is. 
better than he has been for fome time« 

What then remains ? 

Ah, my friend, need you be. told? 

The greateft blefling of your Clz^ 
ment's life remains. 

To-morrow will Lucia De Grey be 

mint far ever! 

You will not expeA me to proceed ?' 

What could I poflTibly fay more? 
yes, my dear Medway, I will venture 
to add farther this one fentence. 

However 
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However hypocrify may Bourilh for 
a time» even its happiefl: moments are 
cloudedy and Truth fhall at laft prevail* 

I am, 

Dear Medway, 
Your very affedlionate, . 
And obedient, 

Cl£M£nt Carlisle; . 



FINIS. 



4 



4 

1 



* 



